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LIFE ON THE STAGE 


CHAPTER FIRST 

I am Born. 

I F this simple tale is to be told at all, it may as well be¬ 
gin at the beginning and in the good old-fashioned and 
best of all ways — thus: Once upon a time in the Cana¬ 
dian city of Toronto, on the 17th of March, the sun rose 
bright and clear — which was a most surprising thing for 
the sun to do on St. Patrick’s Day, but while the people 
were yet wondering over it the sunlight disappeared, 
clouds of dull gray spread themselves evenly over the 
sky, and then the snow fell — fell fast and furious, 
quickly whitening the streets and house-tops, softly lin¬ 
ing every hollow, and was piling little cushions on top 
of all the hitching-posts, when the flakes grew larger, 
wetter, farther apart, and after a little hesitation turned 
to rain — a sort of walk-trot-gallop rain, which wound 
up with one vivid flash of lightning and a clap of thunder 
that fairly shook the city. 

Now the Irish, being a brave people and semi-am¬ 
phibious, pay no heed to wet weather. Usually all the 
Hibernians residing in a city divide themselves into two 
bodies on St. Patrick’s Day, the ones who parade and 
the ones who follow the parade; but on this occasion 
they divided themselves into three bodies — the men who 
paraded, the men and women who followed the parade, 
and the Orangemen who made things pleasant for both 
parties. 

As the out-of-time, out-of-tune band turned into a quiet 
cross-street to lead its following green-bannered host to 
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a broader one, the first brick was thrown—■ probably by 
a woman, as it hit no one, but metaphorically it knocked 
the chip off of the shoulder of every child of Enn. Down 
fell the banners, up went the fists! Orange and Green 
were at each other tooth and nail! Hats from prehis¬ 
toric ages side by side with modern beavers scarcely fifty 
years old received the hurled brick-bat and went down 
together! 

The band reached the broad avenue alone, and looked 
back to see the short street a-sway with struggling men, 
while women holding their bedraggled petticoats up, their 
bonnets hanging down their backs by green ribbon ties, 
hovered about the edges of the crowd, making predatory 
dashes now and then to scratch a face or rescue some 
precious hat from the melee, meanwhile inciting the men 
to madness by their fierce cries — and in a quiet house, 
in the very midst of this riot — just before the constabu¬ 
lary charged the crowd — I was born. I don't know, of 
course, whether I was really intended from the first for 
that house, or whether the stork became so frightened 
at the row in the street that he just dropped me from 
sheer inability to carry me any farther — anyway, I came 
to a house where trouble and poverty had preceded me, 
and, worse than both these put together — treachery. 

Still, I accepted the situation with indifference. That 
the cupboard barely escaped absolute emptiness gave me 
no anxiety, as I had no teeth anyway. As a gentleman 
with a medicine-case in his hand was leaving the house he 
paused a moment for the slavey to finish washing away a 
pool of blood from the bottom step — and then there came 
that startling clap of thunder. Brand new as I was to 
this world and its ways, I entered my protest at once 
with such force and evident wrath that the doctor down¬ 
stairs exclaimed: “ Our young lady has temper as well 
as a good pair of lungs! ” and went on his way laughing. 

And so on that St. Patrick's Day of sunshine, snow, 
and rain, of riot and bloodshed, in trouble and poverty 
— I was born. 


CHAPTER SECOND 


Beginning Early, I Learn Love, Fear, ami Hunger ™ I 
Become Acquainted with Lectcff* ami Alai! 1 Loir 
One nf my Two Illuiitnii. 

O F' the Days of St. Patrick that followed, not cine 
found me in the city of nty birth ■ indeed, xix 
months completed ttiy |#rri«M! of existence in the 
Dominion, and I have known it no more. 

Some may think if strange that I mention tftrtr early 
ycais at till hut the reason for %mfi mention will appear 
later on. Looking hark at them, they seem to divide them* 
selves into groups of four years ode I hiring f fir fir*! 
ft*itf% siiv time was principally sprit! tit growing and learn¬ 
ing to keep fiiit of |ieo|4e*H wav, I anjtitrnl some other 
Knowledge* too, ansi little child m t was, 1 knew feat? long 
lirf^sr 1 knew tlir thing that frightened me, f knew that 
Jove for inv mother whit h was ft* Income the |»a ii of 
rnv life, and I also knew hunger, lUif the feat was harder 
to endme than the hunger it was so \agm\ \u all 
me* aupavong. 

We had l»# flit so often - *mddrnh\ noiselessly, I Iflrti 

I was g* nth oatwd fi om ttiv sfirp at night amt haxtily 
dressed sometime* simply Wf ;tp|K*d tip Wllhoiif tiring 

dressed, and latnial tfitiitigli thr dark to some other 
plan* of refuge, front - what ? Wtirn I went out §itt«t 
the main tat an« M o streets I had a torttw ntifig barege vnJ 
wvrr my fare that would not let tttr see half the pretty 
things in the shop wmdowx« and 1 wa* qttitk to not*** 
that tin other little girl had a veil on NV*t I intiarkeil 
that if a strange lath s|w«k# io mr mv moth* t seemed 
pirated — hill if a tttati ttotimf i»r she was not pfnt»e4 f 
and nttce when a lag man took t«r by the hand a ml Ml 

I 
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me to a candy store for some candy she was as white 
as could be and so angry she frightened me, and she 
promised me a severe punishment if I ever, ever went one 
step with a strange man again. And so my fear began 
to take the form of a man, of a big, smiling man — for 
my mother always asked, when I reported that a stranger 
had spoken to me, if he was big and smiling. 

I had known the sensation of hunger long before I 
knew the word that expressed it, and I often pressed my 
hands over my small empty stomach, and cried and pulled 
at my mother’s dress skirt. If there was anything at all 
to give I received it, but sometimes there was absolutely 
nothing but a drink of water to offer, which checked the 
gnawing for a moment or two, and at those times there 
was a tightening of my mother’s trembling lips, and a 
straight up and down wrinkle between her brows, that 
I grew to know, and when I saw that look on her face I 
could not ask for anything more than “ a dwink, please.” 

As an illustration of her almost savage pride and hon¬ 
esty: I one day saw a woman in front of the house buy¬ 
ing some potatoes. I knew that potatoes cooked were 
very comforting to empty stomachs. One or two of them 
fell to the street during the measuring and I picked one up, 
and, fairly wild with delight, I scrambled up the stairs 
with it. But my mother was angry through and through. 
“ Who gave it to you? ” she demanded. 

I explained with a trembling voice: “I des’ founded 
it on the very ground—and I’se so hungry 1 ” 

But hungry or not hungry, I had to take the potato 
back: “ Nothing in the world could be taken without ask¬ 
ing—that was stealing—and she was the only person 
in the world I had a right to ask anything of 1 ” 

It was a bitter lesson, and was rendered more so by the 
fact that when I carried the tear-bathed potato back to 
the street and laid it down, neither the woman who bought 
nor the man who sold was in sight — and, dear Heaven 1 
I could almost have eaten it raw. 

But I was learning obedience and self-respect; more 
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than that* I was already acquiring one of the necessary 
qualities for an actress — the power of close observation. 

The next four years (the second group) were the hard¬ 
est to endure of them all. True, I now had sufficient food 
and warmth, since my mother had given up sewing for 
shops — which kept us nearly always hungry — and had 
found other occupations. But the grefH object of both 
our lives was to be together, and there are few people 
who are willing to employ a woman who has with her a 
child. And if her services are accepted, even at a reduced 
salary, it is necessary for that child to be as far as pos¬ 
sible neither seen nor heard. Therefore until I was old 
enough to be admitted into a public school I never knew 
another child — I never played with any living creature 
save a remarkable cat, that seemed to have claws all over 
her, and in my fixed determination to trace her purr and 
find out where it came from, she buried those claws to 
the very last one in my fat, investigating little hands. 

Meantime my “ fear ” had assumed the shape and sub¬ 
stance of a man, a man who bore a name that should have 
been loved and honored above all others, for this “ bogey ” 
of my baby days — this nightmare and dread — was my 
own father. When my mother had discovered his treach¬ 
ery— which had not hesitated to boldly face the very 
altar — she took her child and fled from him, assuming 
her mother's maiden name as a disguise. But go where 
she would, he followed and made scenes. Finally, under¬ 
standing that she was not to be won back by sophistries, 
he offered to leave her in peace if she would give the 
child to him. And when that offer was indignantly re¬ 
jected, he pleasantly informed her that he would make 
life a curse to her until she gave me up, and that by fair 
means or by foul he would surely obtain possession of me. 
Once he did kidnap me, but my mother had found friends 
by that time, and their pursuit was so swift and unex¬ 
pected that he had to abandon me. 

So, he who should have been the defender and support 
of my mother — whose arms should have been our shel- 
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ter from the world — the big, smiling French-Canadian 
father — became instead our terror and our dread. There¬ 
fore when my mother served in varying capacities in other 
people’s homes, and I had to efface myself as nearly as 
possible, I dared not even go out to walk a little, so great 
was my mother’s fear. 

It seems odd, but in spite of my far-reaching memory, 
I cannot remember when I learned to read. I can recall 
but one tiny incident relating to the subject of learning. 
I stood upon a chair and while my hair was brushed and 
braided I spelled my words, and I had my ears boxed 
— a custom considered criminal in these better days — be¬ 
cause, having successfully spelled “ elephant,” I came to 
grief over “ mouse,” as, according to my judgment, 
m-o-w-s filled all the requirements of the case. I remem¬ 
ber, too, that the punishment made me afraid to ask what 
" elephant ” meant; but I received the impression that it 
was some sort of a public building. 

However, when I was six years old I joyfully betook 
myself to a primary school, from which I was sent home 
with a note, saying that “ in that department they did 
not go beyond the * primer,’ and as this little girl reads 
quite well from a ‘ reader,’ she must have been taught 
well at home.” We were a proud yet disappointed pair, 
my mother and I, that day. 

An odd little incident occurred about that time. One 
of our hurried flights had ended at a boarding house, 
and my extreme quietude — unnatural in a child of 
health and intelligence — attracted the attention of a 
certain boarder, who was an actress. She was very 
popular with the public, and both’ she and her hus¬ 
band were well liked by the people about them. She took 
a fancy to me, and informing herself that my mother was 
poor and alone, she offered to adopt me. She stated her 
position, her income, and her intention of educating me 
thoroughly. She thought a convent school would be de¬ 
sirable — from ten, say to seventeen. 

Perhaps my mother was tempted — she was a fanatic 
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on the question of learning — but, oh! what a big but 
came in just then: “but when I should have, by God's 
will, reached the age of seventeen, she (the actress) 
would place me upon the stage.” 

“ Gracious Heaven! her child on the stage! ” my 
mother was stricken with horror! She scarcely had 
strength to make her shocked refusal plain enough; and 
when her employer ventured to remonstrate with her, 
pointing out the great advantage to me, she made answer: 
“ It would be better for her to starve trying to lead a 
clean and honorable life, than to be exposed to such pub¬ 
licity and such awful temptations! ” 

Poor mother! the theatre was to her imagination but 
a beautiful vestibule leading to a place of wickedness and 
general wrong-doing! 

During those endless months, when I had each day to 
sit for hours and hours in one particular chair in a cor¬ 
ner, well out of the way — sit so long that often when 
I was lifted down I could not stand at all, my limbs being 
numbed to absolute helplessness, I had two great days 
to dream of, to look forward to — Christmas and that 
wonderful 17th of March, when because it was my birth¬ 
day all those nice gentlemen, with the funny hats and 
green collars, walked out behind the band. And I felt 
particularly well disposed toward those most amusing 
gentlemen who wore, according to my theory at least, 
their little girls' aprons tied about their big waists. 

I did not like so well the attendant crowd, but then I 
could not be selfish enough to keep people from looking 
at “my procession” and enjoying the music that made 
the blood dance in my own veins, even as my feet danced 
on the chill pavement. 

I always received an orange on that day from my 
mother, and almost always a book, so it was a great event 
in my life, and I used to get down my little hat-box and 
fix the laces in my best shoes days ahead of time 
that I might be ready to stand on some steps where I 
could bow and smile to the nice gentlemen who walked 
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out in my honor. Heaven only knows how I got the 
idea that the procession was meant for me, but it made 
me very happy, and my heart was big with love and grati¬ 
tude for those people who took so much trouble for me. 

I had but two illusions in the world — Santa Claus and 
“my procession” — but, alas! on my eighth birthday, 
when in an outburst of innocent triumph and joy I cried 
to a grown-up: “ Ain't they good — those funny gentle¬ 
men — to come and march and play music for my birth¬ 
day ?” I was answered with the assurance that I “ was a 
fool — that no one knew or cared a copper about me — 
that it was a Saint, a dead and gone man, they marched 
for!" 

All the dance went out of my feet, heavy tears fell 
fast and stood round and clear on the woolly surface of 
my cloak, and bending my head low to hide my disap¬ 
pointment, I went slowly home, where the chair seemed 
harder, the hours longer, and life more bare because 
I had lost the illusion that had brightened and glorified it. 

At the present time, here in my home, there is seated 
in an arm-chair, a venerable doll. She is a hideous speci¬ 
men of the beautiful doll of the early “ fifties." She sits 
with her soles well turned up, facing you, her arms hang¬ 
ing from her shoulders in that idiotically helpless “ I- 
give-it-up” fashion, peculiar to dolls. With bulging 
scarlet cheeks-, button-hole mouth and flat, blue staring 
eyes she faces Time and unwinkingly looks him down. 
To anyone else she is stupidity personified, but to me she 
speaks, for she came to me on my fourth Christmas, and! 
she is as gifted as she is ugly. Only last birthday — as 
I straightened out her old, old dress skirt — she asked 
me if I remembered how I cried, with my face in her lap, 
over that first loss of an illusion — and I told her. quite 
truly that I remembered well! 


CHAPTER THIRD 


I Enter a New World — I Know a New Hunger and we 
Return to Cleveland. 

T HE fX|H*rieiirr?» of the fir*4 two of my t!iir»l gmup 
of years have mflueneed my entire hi* , Still living 
from mv nei mingh ubiquitum father, mv mother 
after a desjienUe struggle gained enough mum \ to pav i**t 
mir journey to what was then t ailed the " far We*4 «- 

namely, the nouthw enter n jiait of Illinois c htld fa%li«ott» 
I mm delighted at the prosjmi of a dumgr, am! Itappv 
over the Iiritff that I w m going to nuntr jiSarr where 1 
could tw free to go and rouse like other elitldrctt, wit hoot 
dreading the apparatus of a hig, umilmg man from any 
deep doorway or from around the neat rortirr, To frit 
flir truth, that }*rrs§sfr«t» itideiitrtiiliMc Millie alwav- 
seemed ait insult added to the injury of his inalkimi** ami 
revengeful rondurt, 

Thro, too, I r *j«*f irneed mv first dels* mus flit ill *♦ I 

imaginary terror. f« a torn ami abandoned old g*ogta 
j*hy I had seen a pit Utf* latirtlrd ** fhauie “ l hr gia* 
mm m high as a man’s should* r\ and straltliiH *ttw rgmg 
from it w'&s a s*at of i‘«nii{wiiiiid arnusah nrtthi r tiger mu 
leopard, hut with points of irsnntikiier to |#oth And 
here rv#rv d$u I w&% listening t«* the g«mvn tip* talking 
uf <# praitie lands/ 1 and how* hit we might ttair to drive 
across the prairie after leaving the tram, and 1 mad* up 
ttty tnmd that I would hold oiu mntttelta all the turn , and 
witen the iiinritain heasf iiwnr mil I*«l itv to »ti* k In* 
rye* with if, ami ntidri io#Vff of the innfcsttun if would 
wndouhtrdly rwitj**. 

Tbit being tctiled* I rotitd turn all my attention to 

f 
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preparations for the long journey. Dear me, IvsmetBr 
ber just where each big red rose came on the carpet-bag, 
and how sorry I was that the tiny brass lock came right 
in the side of one. It was a large bag and held a great 
deal but was so arranged that whatever you wanted was 
always found at the bottom — whether it was the tooth¬ 
brush or a night-gown or a pair of rubbers. It had a 
sort of dividing wall of linen in its middle, and while one 
side held clothing, the other side was the commissary de¬ 
partment. No buffet-cars then, travellers ran their own 
buffets, and though the things did not come into actual 
contact, there was not an article, big or little, in that bag 
that did not smell of pickles. And once when my mother 
had hastily attended to my needs in the miserable toilet- 
room of the car (no sleeper —just a sit-up-all-night af¬ 
fair), my clean stockings, white apron and little hand¬ 
kerchief all exhaled vinegar so strongly that I wrinkled 
up my nose, exclaiming: “I smell jes’ like a pickled 
little girl — don’t I, ma’ma?” And then, when weary 
and worn and dusty, we left the cars and had to drive 
some thirty miles, in a carriage of uncertain class, over 
the open prairie—then smooth and bright and green — 
I wearily remarked, after a time, that it was a “ pretty big 
lawn, but where was the prairie ? ” for true to my plan 
I had secured the umbrella, and being told that I was 
crossing the prairie then, I was a bitterly disappointed 
young person. Oh, how I longed to give way to one of 
those passionate outbursts we so often see children in¬ 
dulge in! Oh, how I wanted to hurl aside the umbrella 
I had begged for, to fling my weary self down on the 
floor and cry, and cry 1 But I dared not — never in my 
whole life had I ventured on such an exhibition of tem¬ 
per or feeling—so I winked fast and held very still and 
swallowed hard at the disappointment, which was but the 
first of such a number of very bitter pills that I was yet 
to swallow. 

But, thank God! if I was easily cast down, I was as 
easily cheered; and the prairie left behind, the sight of 
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the first orchard we passed, with the soft perfumed snow 
of the blossoms floating through the rosy sunset light, 
raised my spirits to an ecstasy of joy; and when our 
journey ended, at the rough farm-house, with my arm 
around the surly looking watch-dog, I stood and heard 
for the first time the mournful cry of the whippoorwill 
out in the star-pierced dark of the early May night, I 
thrilled with the unspoken consciousness that this was a 
new world that I was entering — a lovely, lovely world, 
that the grown-ups called the “ country ”! 

For the two years I knew it the charm of that back- 
wood life never palled- I had never seen the country be¬ 
fore, and I found it a place of beauty and many mar¬ 
vels. I did not miss the fine city shops, for I never had 
had money to spend in them. I did not miss the peo¬ 
ple, for they had been nothing to me. And here no day 
that dawned failed to bring me some new experience. 
With what awed wonderment I faced the mystery of the 
springing grain. I saw the seed, hard and dry, fall into 
the furrowed earth and, a few days later, with gentle 
strength, tiny pale green spears come pricking through 
the brown. I learned not to look under the hickory-trees 
for the oak acorns that I adored. I was soon able to tell 
the rapidly forming furry green peaches from the smooth 
young apples, and I literally fell down upon my knees 
and worshipped before lambs, calves, and colts. 

In this new, strange life everyone worked, but they 
worked for themselves — to use a country expression, no 
one “ hired out.” I was a very little girl. I could not 
spin as could my mother, who had passed her childhood 
in backwood life. Of course I could not weave, but I 
was taught to knit my own stockings — such humpy, 
lumpy knitting! But I was very proud of the accomplish¬ 
ment, even though my mother did have to “turn the 
heel.” Then, too, I with other children at planting-time 
dropped corn in the sun-warmed furrows, while a man 
followed behind with a hoe covering it up; and when it 
had sprouted and was a tempting morsel for certain 
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black robbers of the field, I made a very active and ener¬ 
getic young scare-crow. 

Here, too, I became acquainted with children. They 
were all older than I was, a hearty, healthy, wisely-igno- 
rant lot They knew so much about farming and so little 
about anything else. * Not one of them could tell a story 
out of the Bible, and as for the “ Pilgrim's Progress,” 
they had never heard tell of it; while Bunyan only meant 
to them an enlarged toe-joint — not a great author. 

The lack of reading matter was the one blemish on my 
country life. The library, composed of the Bible and the 
almanac, was not satisfying to my inquiring mind. One 
p&per was taken in by the head of the family — it was a 
weekly, in every possible sense — but I came to watch 
eagerly for it, and it filled the family with amazement to 
see me sit down on the step and gravely wade through 
its dreary columns — happy if I could catch hold of some 
idea — some bit of news — some scrap of story; and my 
farmer host one day at his noon smoke removed his 
corn-cob pipe from his lips long enough to remark of me: 
“Dogorne my skin! if that young 'un ain't awake and 
enj'ien hersel'. Now I allers go ter sleep over that paper 
myser! ” So should I — now — I presume. 

These children being for-true, real children had no 
idea of showing courtesy or politeness to a stranger, but 
they had a very natural yearning to get fun out of that 
stranger if they could, and so they blithely led me forth 
to a pasture shortly after our arrival at the farm, and 
catching a horse they hoisted me up on to its bare, slip¬ 
pery back. I have learned a good bit about horses since 
then — have hired, borrowed, and bought them — have 
been to circuses and horse shows, but never since have I 
seen a horse of such appalling aspect. His eyes were the 
size of soup-plates, large clouds of smoke came from his 
nostrils. He had a glass-enamelled surface, and if he 
was one half as tall as he felt, some museum manager 
missed a fortune. Then the young fiends, leaving me on 
my slippery perch, high up near the sky, drew afar off 
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and stood over against the fence and gave mr ph nty of 
room -»• to fall oft. Hut when I Middrnly frit the woi Id 
heave lift beneath me, 1 nttrred #1 wild shrink lirnditd 
my hands in the animat's lark hair* and, madly thttgtng 
propriety to any jiomt nt tlir compass that hap} >e tied to 
be behind tm% 1 *ast one jiaiifalrt over tlir enamelled 
hack, ami thus asirttir, safely crossed the pastureand 
do! it was not 1 who fell, hut their faces instead. When 
they came to take me down, somehow the animal seemed 
shrunken and I hesitated altotit leaving it, whrmi|*ot! the 
biggest buy said I had ” pluck M {l had Inn frightened 
nearly to death, but I alwavs could hr stir nt at the jitojrr 
moment i 1 wan silent then f» and he would teach me 
to rifle sideways, for my mother would vtttrly punish tnr 
if I sat astride like that; and in a few weeks, thanks to 
him* I was the one who was oftriiest trusted to take the 
horses to water at noon, riding sideways and always hare* 
back, fiioiifiteil tm one horse anti leading a %naml to the 
creek, until all hail hud their drink. Which habit of rub 
ing~-■ from balance - has made me fjtnte itidejvndrnt of 
stirrups on various «rra%itif« finer those far a wav da* s* 
In the late autumn, these mnw children taught ntr 
where and when and how to find such treasures »d the 
wt*#ls as hickory lints, chestnuts {rate there f, butternuts, 
and fffY*4ti nuts, while the thickets furnished ha/el nuts 
and the frost lusnight sweetness to the jn%iiisiiioii f and 
iTinsr*|iirnfly pleasure to our palates, tmt never * onld t 
anjuire a taste for the " paw paw, 11 that inane t uoratd 
like fruit, often called the American banana 

I beljtrd obtain the roots and barks and mu shell* tioin 
which the grown ups made then dyes I Irarnrd to mr 
a hm and arrow , and on rainy days, having nothing tarn 
to read, I learned bv brail th** tir%! chapters *4 mv own 
bnthdav an*J often related tlirns to tlir oilier * hd 

iSreii %%lirn wr cuddled in tlir hayloft, attovr the hof*r*. 

fine day 1 fircamr tun realistic, and m my " flight 
ftty sfrjt mother** Jinifir ** f fell through tlir hole where 
tltr hay was lowed down to old jrif y*% manger Ifr wii 
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a serious-minded and kindly old horse, and did nothing 
worse than snort a little over the change m his diet, from 
hay to small girl. My severe bruises would have been 
borne with fortitude, but when I arose — behold a 
wretched wandering hen had been in the manger before 
me, and if one judged from the state of my clothing, the 
egg she had left behind must have been the size of a 
melon at least! If that seems an exaggeration, just break, 
an egg in your pocket, if you don't care to sit down on 
one, and see how far it will spread. Then, indeed, I lifted 
my voice and wept! 

Yes, those were two precious years, in which I learned 
to love passionately the beauty of the world! The tender, 
mystic charm of dawn, the pomp and splendor of the 
setting of the sun! Finding in the tiny perfection of the 
velvety moss the minute repetition of the form and branch¬ 
ing beauty of the stately tree at whose root it grew! 
Seeing all the beauty of the blue sky and its sailing 
clouds encompassed by a quivering drop of dew upon a 
mullein leaf I dimly felt some faint comprehension of 
the divine satisfaction when the Creator pronounced the 
work of His hands, “ Good! ” 

From the first my mother had been greatly distressed 
by the absence of any school to which I might go, and 
also by her inability to earn money. She had been wise 
enough not to leave Cleveland without sufficient means 
to bring us back again — which proved most fortunate. 
For when quite suddenly we heard of the published death 
of my father, we immediately returned and she obtained 
employment, while I was sent to the public school. But, 
oh, what a poor, meagre course of study I entered on. 
Reading, writing, spelling, arithmetic, and geography — 
that was all! Only one class in the grammar-school studied 
history. However, improvements were being discussed, 
and I remember that three weeks before my final with¬ 
drawal from school my mother had to buy me a book on 
physiology, which was to be taught to the children, who 
had not even a bowing acquaintance with grammar. But 
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1 hungered and thirsted for knowledge — I craved it 

longed for it, During the weary years of repression I 
had fallen hack ujioii imagination fur amusement and 
comfort, and when I was ten my 11 thinks/’ as I then 
called my waking dreams, almost surely took tine of these 
two forms. Since I hat! abandoned “ thinks ** utmiiif 
fairies coming to grant my wishes, 1 always walked «mt 
(in my best hath and saved either an old lady or an old 
gentleman « - sometimes one, sometimes the other from 
mnm imminent jieril — a sort of impressionist peril — 
vague hut very terrible! and the rescued one was always 
tremblingly grateful and offered to reward t»tr, ami 1 
always sternly refused to lie rewarded, hut ttftltriil sufh 
ciently In see the saved one safely to his or her splendid 
home. There 1 revelled in furniture, pictures, musical in¬ 
struments and an assortment of beautiful dogs, C in leav¬ 
ing this palatial residence I consented to give my address, 
i.iitl next day the " saved ** called on my mother ami 
aft< r some conversation it was settled that I was to go to 
the o invent m hool for four years, where I knew* tlir edit 
cation was gcnrnms and tltoimtgb, and that language*, 
mudc, and painting were all taught As these M thinks ** 
funk place at night afte r the ill smelling esftttgmdttitmf 
of flu candle, I generally fell asleep before, in white lottc 
and a t lown of dower*, I gathered up all the pn/rs and 
diploma* an«l things I had earned, 

W hen im sii* 4li< r in the pet foimancr of her dut no 
had to a« c» pt orders, she received tlifin t abide and 
as a main? of course whatever she may have frit m 
fief heart fill! I b Wed and trwu need lift so! I O tlir 
»slir was tin* one woman *4 the world ; and when I saw he? 
taking "idrrs fran another I flinched and shrank tt«* I 
would h,n«' done beneath the sharp lash of a whip, and 
thru night * aftrtward t s«* soon as f had trlrasrd tny 
nose, tigluH pint hed to beep mil the siiirSf of candle- 
Mllokrl* I srfflrd doivig with mv #t|rbifid tight 
cia*|* f d in iinn»% to mv other faiontr M flunks '* where* 
in I did si line truly r i marhahte embroidery, of nu* h §*rr* 
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cision of stitch, such perfection of coloring and shading, 
that when I offered it for sale I was much embarrassed 
by the numbers of would-be buyers. However, an old 
lady finally won me away from the store (that old lady 
was bound to appear in all mythinks ”), and I had to 
be very firm with her to keep her from over-paying me 
for the work of my hands. 

Then, as I had graciously promised the store-keeper 
any over-plus of embroidery not needed by the generous 
old person, I felt my income secure, and hastened to rent 
two rooms and furnish them, ready to take my aston¬ 
ished mother there — where she could do the ordering 
herself. 

I hung curtains, laid carpets, put dishes in the cupboard, 
gave one window to my mother and kept one for myself 
and my very exceptional embroidery; and, though I laugh 
now, I had then many an hour of genuine happiness, fur¬ 
nishing this imaginary home and refuge for the mother 
I loved! 



CHAPTER FOURTH 


I mi Led into the Theatre— I Attend Rehearsal*™! tin 
Made Acquainted with the Vagaries of ’Tights. 

1 WAS aji{iru;tt*liiii|» my thirteenth birthday when it 
eunir ;if if nit that a certain ancient l»t;trdmgh«>u?ie 
keeper far gone m \ rat s ■ required someone to as* 
m?4 her, 'iMiiirtitir >br i mild titi4 entireh and leave its 
charge frn* a month at a time ; and I, not bring able to lead 
the future, was gtcat!) chug lined licvaitse my tie alter ar- 
tested tin* offered Mfuutmn. I was always happiest when 
she found occupation in a house wlirtc there was a library* 
for people writ* grnrratlv kind to me in that tr*peel and 
gave in v the freedom of their shrives, seeing that 1 was 
irif'irjiih careful **f ail l##iks; hut in a boarding house 
t Is*t e w * nilsS !«• no binary* and my heart sank a* we entered 
ill* 1 gh*m\ iJd building, 

\o, their w< ie tin |m#4s, fmt among the hoarders thne 
w« ie i*am tl*n e a*toi's and two aetressf'. a mother 
and ,i dungbn i, I he mother played the " first ohl 
women the dangktrf» only a vear or two older than I 
was, plaw d, 1 was fold, " walking ladies/* though what 
lli.it m*\ui! I * * add not imagine, 

! he dawghb'I ( Hhiflflir | liked me, while I lookrd M|*ort 
lit t unit awe, and wondered why she even nofterd mt, 
She was \r%\ wilful, 4t« would nut study anything tat 
ratih sat* h» r Tmi parts, She had never t* ad a l****k 
in lea lift VUimt I was home from set-mot I told her 
st*asi's hv tli*- hour, and die would say' " You ought 
to la* $11 a fh» altr em Could A^ t ! ** 

And thni I iii.uld lie dumb for a long time, ttreatise I 
thought »dt* i% as making inn of me, f hir dav I was i tirw* 
mg some gutn *4$r garr «nr f was not chewing it very 
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nicely, either — and my mother boxed my ears, and 
Blanche said: “ You ought to be in a theatre — you could 
chew all the gum you liked there! ” 

And just then my mother was so cruelly overworked, 
and the spring came in with furious heat, and I felt so 
big and yet so helpless — a great girl of thirteen to be 
worked for by another — and the humiliation seemed 
more than I could bear, and I locked myself in our dreary 
cupboard of a room, and flung myself upon my knees, 
and in a passion of tears tried to make a bargain with 
my God! I meant no irreverence — I was intensely re¬ 
ligious. I did not see the enormity of the act — I only 
knew that I suffered, and that God could help me — so 
I asked His help! But, instead of stopping there, I cried 
out to Him this promise: “ Dear God! just pity me and 
show me what to do! Please — please help me to help 
my mother— and if you will, I’ll never say ‘ No ! 9 to any 
woman who comes to me all my life long! ” 

My error in trying to barter with my Maker must have 
been forgiven, for my prayer was answered within a week, 
while there are many women scattered through the 
land who know that I have tried faithfully to keep my 
part of that bargain, and no woman who has sought my 
aid has ever been answered with a “ No! ” 

One day Blanche greeted me with the news that extra 
ballet-girls were wanted, and told me that I must go at 
once and get engaged. 

“ But,” I said, “ maybe they won’t take me! ” 

“ Well,” answered she, “ I’ve coaxed your mother, and 
my mother says she’ll look out for you — so at any rate 
go and see. I’ll take you to-morrow.” 

And so dimly, vaguely, I seemed to see a way opening 
out before me, and again behind the locked door I knelt 
and said: “ Dear God! dear God! ” and got no further, 
because grief has many words and joy has so few. 

The school term had closed on Friday, and on Saturday 
morning, with my heart beating almost to suffocation, I 
started out to walk to the theatre with Blanche, who had 
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jiri‘iiiHr«i to dsk Mr, FJkler I flu* managn | in fake me on 

ill llir ballet. Wlirn we readied the sidewalk we saw 
the 4 %v threatened rati* and Blanche sent me hark fur an 
umbrella, I had none of my own, so I Itorrowcd ottr from 
Mrs, Miller c our landlady I* and at night uf it my com¬ 
panion broke into laughter. It was a dreadful affair — 
with a knobby, unkind handle, a slovenly and corpulent 
body, and a circumference, when njrrrt. that suggested the 
idea that it had tween built to shelter nut only the land- 
lads, but those wise ours of the Uianler* who had paid 
tsp Indore list* winds rose and the rain fell, Then we 
proceeded to the old Academy of Music on Bank Street, 
and ritfi'img, went tipstaffs, and just as we tcached the 
top step a small dark man burned across the hall and 
Blanche called »pm klv : "Oh, Mr Mlsler Mr KlhJer f 
wait a moment, plea a* I want to speak to von! M 

1 could nt4 know* that his almost repellent Htcrmir^s 
of face concealed a kindness of heart that approached 
weakness, \i 1 w hen lie fitnied a Clowning, impatient face 
towaid is., hope left ttir uftrflv, and tor n moment I 
*•0 iie d to stand in a great darkness, I think t can do no 
Is m 1 than to pm* Mi FJtdeA own atroiiiif of that, our 
itni » ting, as he ha * given it often Mine, lie says : 
" 1 was ami h put out to a business matter and was hastily 
< oo img the wIif'n Blanche called me, and I saw 

'Me b *4 4iiofli« 1 gii! in tow ; a put whose appeal awe in a 
tin allr wa* ‘ dwdl I urn 4 have laughed, had l not Item 
m* u* than i Stub » im,» I Jet tlirss was i|utt« shot? she 
wolr 4 Job bine apt on buttoned lip |}|« 4 hack, long braids 
tied a! the ends w all* f ibleug and a blown sttaw hat, 
w bite -Jo 1 * lnt» la d di sjirraid* at the handle of tfir big 
mubr* IIj I r%c| yt I fn e%e% Wi re distinctly blltr 
and wrfe pkunH big with flight Ilian* he gave tin name 
ind Mid she wanted to go on in the ballet, and I instantly 

amwr ted !c Wotdd Hot do, she wa * too small I 
wanted worn* n, not * hddfrn, and started to return to my 
otters l#Jjiiil$« was tohihir, lust the git! herself never 
%§wke a eiiigh* word I gUn< ed toward bn and sUnjfpcd, 
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The hands that clutched the umbrella trembled — she 
raised her eyes and looked at me. I had noticed their blue¬ 
ness a moment before — now they were almost black, so 
swiftly had the pupils dilated, and slowly the tears rose 
in them. All the father in me shrank under the child's 
bitter disappointment; all the actor in me thrilled at 
the power of expression in the girl's face, and I hastily 
added: ‘ Oh, well! You may come back in a day or 
two, and if anyone appears meantime who is short enough 
to march with you I'll take you on,' and after I got to 
my office I remembered the girl had not spoken a single 
word, but had won an engagement — for I knew I should 
engage her — with a pair of tear-filled eyes." 

The following Tuesday, under the protection of the 
ever-faithful Blanche, I again presented myself and was 
engaged for the term of two weeks, to go on the stage 
in the marches and dances of a play called “ The Seven 
Sisters," for which service I was to receive three dollars 
a week, or fifty cents a night, as there were no matinees 
then, and so I entered, with wide-astonished eyes, into 
that dim, dusty, chaotic place known as “ behind the 
scenes " — a strange place, where nothing is and every¬ 
thing may be. 

In the daytime I found the stage a thing dead — at 
night, with the blazing of the gas, it lived! for light is 
its life, music is its soul, and the play its brain. 

Silently and cautiously I walked about, gazing curi¬ 
ously at the “ scenes," so fine on one side, so bare and 
cheap on the other; at the tarlatan “ glass windows "; at 
the green “calico sea," lying flat and waveless on the 
floor. Everything there pretended to be something else, 
and at last I said solemnly to Blanche: “ Is everything 
only make-believe in a theatre ? " 

And she turned her gum to the other side and answered: 
“ Yes, everything's make-believe — except salary day! " 

Then came the rehearsal — everything was military 
just then — and there was a Zouave drill to learn, as well 
as a couple of dances. The women and girls who had 
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IwTfi engaged were not the very nicest fwople in the world, 
though they were the kn4 to W fmiiitt at such short no¬ 
tice; and Mrs, Bradshaw told me imt to stand akmt with 
them* tint to cnriir to her as soon as my share in the work 
was over, 4 * Hut/' said this mdse woman* * 4 don’t fail 
in politeness to them; lor nothing can hold a person so 
fur off as extreme fmltlrftrssT 

To fitt* tlie manual of arms w;o mere chsld*s play, anti 
tlir drill a veritable delight. The second day I scribbled 
down the movements in the order that they had been 
made, and learned them by heart, wills the result that on 
tlie third day 1 sat aside 4 hem mg gum, while the stage- 
muting* 1 saved nv* r illr test, 1 hen the star ' Mr. Mc¬ 
Donough ' rame along and furiously demanded to know 
miiv I was not drilling. “The gentleman sent me out of 
the ranks, sir/* i answered, M because he xaid 1 knew 
file manual and dull! M 

M t ih t ifidrrd! well, there's nut one of you that knows 
if' and von never will know it J Yotthe a set of numb* 
Tulls! lb rr! M he rttrd, catching tip a title, M take hold 
1 4 dns pH up here • and Jet's %e< how itiii* It you know f 
\m%, thru, *lif*uld« i aims! '* 

And k landing akw* burning with blushes, blinded 
t» tr , *d mortification f was put through mv pairs 
m Hit a 11 npeame; bill 1 fealty knew the manual as thoi 
mtgltlv as { km w the dull, and when it was mer Mr, 
Me IMvmgh funk the title front me, and «*s< tainted: 
## Writ, san** 1 nr*., mu do know it! I'm <1 * d if ion 
Tads 1 and Ym *om t little gif 1, f sjtoke *0 tntsghlv to 

ynii! " 

He |ir!d on! Ids bit white hand fo me, and as f htok it 
lir added ** Volt ought fo staj fit lilts business - votiVe 

§**tf 11 air brad with i»ai! ” 

ft was a smalt matter, of emu *r t fail tin re was a faint 
itiiit of frmmjih in it, and the savor was iny pleasant 

t« me 

Naturally, with a salat v of but three dollar* a week, we 

ttimcvl to the tnauagrtfiriit for tint costume*. I winder 
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what the danseuse of to-day would think of the costume 
worn by her sister of the “ sixties ” ? Now her few gauzy 
limb-betraying skirts reach but to the middle of the 
thigh * her scrap of a bodice, cut far below the shoulder- 
blades at the back, being absolutely sleeveless, is pre¬ 
cariously held in place by a string or two of beads. To 
be sure, she is apt to wear a collar of blazing diamonds, 
instead of the simple band of black velvet that used to be 
sufficient ornament for the peerless Bonfanti and the 
beautiful and modest Betty Rigl, who in their graceful 
ignorance of “ splits ” and athletic “ tours de force,” 
managed in their voluminous and knee-long skirts to 
whirl, to glide, to poise and float, to show, in fact, the 
poetry of motion. 

But we, this untrained ballet, were not Bonfantis nor 
Morlachis, and we wore our dancing clothes with a dif¬ 
ference. In one dance we were supposed to be fairies. 
We wore flesh-colored slippers and tights. It took one 
full week of our two weeks' engagement to learn how to 
secure these treacherous articles, so that they would re¬ 
main smooth and not wrinkle down somewhere or twist 
about. One girl never learned, and to the last added to 
the happiness of the public by ambling about on a pair of 
legs that looked as if they had been done up in curl papers 
the night before. 

We each had seven white tarlatan skirts, as full as they 
could be gathered — long enough to come a little below 
the knee. Our waists were also flesh-colored, and were 
cut fully two or three inches below our collar-bones, so 
you see there was plenty of cloth at our backs to hook our 
very immature wings to. We had wreaths of white roses 
on our heads — Blanche, who was very frank, said they 
looked like wreaths of turnips — and garlands of white 
roses to wave in the dance. I remember the girl with 
the curled legs was loathed by all because she lassoed 
everyone she came near with her garland — so you see we 
were very decorous fairies, whether wer$ ^gcorative 
or not. 
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^ Of course we were rather substantial, and our wings 
<iid seem too thin and small to sustain us satisfactorily. 
One girl took hers off in the dressing-room and remarked 
contemptuously that “ they couldn't lift her cat even! " 

But another, who was dictatorial and also- of a suspi¬ 
cious nature, answered savagely: “ You don't know noth¬ 
ing- about wings — and you haven't got no cat, nohow, 
and you know it — so shut up!" and the conversation 
closed. 

In our second costume we were frankly human. We 
still wore dancing skirts, but we were in colors, and we 
had, of course, shed our wings — nasty, scratchy things 
they were, I remember. Then for the drill and march we 
*wore the regular Fire Zouave uniform. 

It was all great fun for me — you remember I was not 
stage-struck. Dramatically speaking, I was not yet born 

-- I had neither ambition nor fear — I was simply happy 

because I was going to earn that, to me, great sum of 
money, and was going to give it to my mother, and 
planned only what I should say to her, and had no thought 
at all of the theatre or anything or any person in it. 

The donning of fleshings for the first time is an occa¬ 
sion of anxiety to anyone, man or woman. I, however, 
approached the subject of tights with an open mind, and 
HBJlanche freely gave me both information and advice. 
She chilled my blood by describing the mortifying mis¬ 
haps, the dread disasters these garments had brought to 
those who failed to understand them. She declared them 
to be tricky, unreliable, and malicious in the extreme. 

** There's just one way to succeed with 'em," she said, 
** and that’s by bullying 'em. Show you're afraid and 
they will slip and twist and wrinkle down and make you 
sa perfect laughing-stock. You must take your time, you 
know, at first, and fit 'em on very carefully and smoothly 
over your feet and ankles and up over your knees. See 
that they are nice and straight or you'll look as if you 
were walking on corkscrews, but after that bully 'em — 
yank and pull and drag 'em, and when you have 'em drawn 
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up as tight as you can draw 'em, go at 'em and pull 'em 
up another inch at least. They'll creak and snap and pre¬ 
tend they're going to tear, but don't you ever leave your 
dressing-room satisfied, unless you feel you can't pos¬ 
sibly get down-stairs without going sideways." 

“ But," I remonstrated, “ they'll break and let my knees 
through!" 

“Oh, no they won't!" she cheerfully answered. 
“ They'll make believe they're going to split at the knee, of 
course, but instead they'll just keep as safe and smooth 
as the skin on your arm. . But, for Heaven's sake, don’t be 
afraid of 'em!" 

And I gravely promised to be as bold as I possibly 
could in my first encounter with the flesh-colored terrors. 


CHAPTER FIFTH 


I Receive my First Salary ~ ! atm Engaged for the Com¬ 
ing Sraftoft' 

A T last the night came. I lot ? C >h» my* lint it wm f 
ami we were so crowded in mir tiny dressing rottm 
that some of us had to stand on the one chair while 
we |»iit our skirts oft. Hie con fusion was great* ami I was 
glad to grt out of the room, down stairs, where l went to 
show mvself to Mrs. Bradshaw or Blanche, to see if I was 
all tight. They linked at me* ami after a hopdrss strug¬ 
gle with their qmtcnxtg faces they hurst into shrieks of 
laughter, With iirmblntg hands I «Titf*-lir«l my tarlatan 
skills and peering down at mv tights, 1 groaned: ** Are 
they twisted, of mu flown* 01 what f ” 

lint it was n«a the tights, it was mv fare, I knew you 
had to |ait ti» powder ttreatise the gas made you \rlluw, 
am! red lin an ,r ftowdrf made son ghastly, fittl it had 
riitf oi < mo d to me flu! skill was fetpiitrd in applying the 
stittn an*! I was a sight to make any kmdh dispell 
atigil werp! 1 had not «-VI It sense enough to lire tllV 
e\#'la*lies ffoiii tlir |mwi|ci clinging to tin nr M\ fair 
was * hall whit#’ ami low down on mv <berks were hut 
found hnghl trd spas 

Mr- Bradshaw %aid • " With vonr round Hue e\rs and 
\oitt Iraind white and fed fare, you look like a cheap * fittia 
doilf t oisir lea e, m% itrar t ** 

Nhe dnsfid off 4 few thicknesses of the pnvder* re* 
m**\ ed tip hard *>« at let spas* took a great soft hare** fool* 
wliifli she fiililwd over some pmk touge, and then hold 
mg it in the au shr pt*needed * '* ‘ho morrow, after you 
have walked fn gs? a »olor, go to votir glass and \rr where 
that *o!m stems nsrff I tlnnk you will hud it iifjflt 
on yitiir ilicrk # eofmng up i Imr under the rye and grow* 



26 LIFE ON THE STAGE 

in* fainter toward the ear. Fll paint you that way to¬ 
night on chance. You see my color is low on my cheek 
Of course when you are making-up for a character part 
you go by a different rule, but when you are just trying 
to look pretty be guided by nature. Now 

I felt the soft touch of the hare's foot on my burning 
cheeks; then she gave me a tooth-brush, which had 
black on it, and bade me draw it across my lashes. I 
did so and was surprised at the amount of powder it 
removed. She touched her little finger to some red 
pomade, and said: “Thrust out your under lip —no, 
not like a kiss—that makes creases —make a sulky lip 
— so!” 

She touched my lip with her finger, then she drew back 
and laughed again, in a different way. She drew me to 
the glass, and said, “ Look! ” 

I looked and cried: “ Oh — oh! Mrs. Bradshaw, that 
girl doesn’t look a bit like me —she’s ever so much 
nicer! ” 

In that lesson on making-up was the beginning and the 
ending of my theatrical instruction. What I have learned 
since then has been by observation, study, and direct in¬ 
quiry— but never by instruction, either free or paid for. 

Now, while I was engaged to go on with the crowd, 
fate willed after all that I should have an independent en¬ 
trance for my first appearance on the stage. The matter 
would be too trivial to mention were it not for the in¬ 
fluence it had upon my future. One act of the play 
represented the back of a stage during a performance. 
The scenes were turned around with their unpainted sides 
to the public. The scene-shifters and gas-men were 
standing about — everything was going wrong. The 
manager was giving orders wildly, and then a dancer was 
late. She was called frantically and finally when she ap¬ 
peared on the run, the manager caught her by the shoul¬ 
ders, rushed her across the stage and fairly pitched her 
on the imaginary stage — to the great amusement of the 
audience. 
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The* tallest and prettiest girl in the ballet had hmt 
picked out to do this hit of work, and die had hern rre¬ 
hearsed and rehearsed as if she were preparing f«u the 
balcony .scene of ** Romeo and Juliet * ; and dav after day 

the sfage-inatiager would goati: ** ( uni v*tit itin* Ihd 
you never run? Imagine the house a lire #tisd that \ * hi 

are running for yonr lift* f " 

At last, on that opening night, we were all gathered 
ready for our first entrance and dance, winch followed 
a few moments after the ineident f have dcserilird ., I he 
tall girl had a queer look on her face as sh r Mood in lief 

place “her cue came, hut she never ttiovnl, 

I heard the rushing footsteps of tfir stage manager; 
#< That's you! M he shouted ; " go on ^ go on, rttti! M 

Run? * Site seemed to have grown fast to the fhn.tr. W* 

heard the angry miile of the actor on the Mage: ” Send 
someone on here “for Heaven's sake!** 

* # Are ?o» going on? ” cried the frantic prompter. 

She dropped her arms limply at firr sides ami while 
prml : “ 1 -... I — e-*a nd ! ° 

He turned, and as he rati his trmrinrtni* eve over the 
line of fare*, each girl shrank bark from if Hr reached 
me I had no fear, and fir saw if. " < an vms go «»?t 
there f ** hr rrito!, I nodded. ** Thru for t»o«1% sake 
go!” 

I gave a bound and a rush that carried me half a* em 
the stage fir fore the manage* caught me and '»* 1 made 
in v entrain e on the stage, and darned and man hed and 
sang with the re 4 , amt all tmeun** iomh bn 4 im lit4 
%trp ttftot! the p.itli that I iy-» to folkwv tliioitgli shadow 
ati«l through Mindum* to follow In sterp and m*ttv 
places over thrtatetimg 1**gs, through gf cm and pleasant 
meadows to follow steadily and faithfully bu many 
and marry a v* at to * ome 

i hi our fit 4 salat v dav, to fin* sm prise #4 all * of** ejr<tr«l« 
I did mil go to t taint tin wm!*\ pa* loiinioiir who 
s|**kc to nir of tli r matte t, f amp!v an . wered 1 ” < hi, that 
will hr all tight/* When thr vu4i«I dav * amr I mm 
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the last to present myself at the box-office window. Mr. 
Ellsler was there and he opened the door and asked me 
to come in. As I signed my name on the salary list I 
hesitated perceptibly and he laughingly said: “ Don’t you 
know your own name? ” Now on the first day of all, 
when the stage-manager had taken down our names, I 
had been gazing at the scenery and when he called out: 
“Little girl, what is your name?” I had not heard, and 
someone standing by had said: “ Her name is Clara — 
Clara Morris, or Morrisey, or Morrison, or something like 
that,” and he dropped the last syllable from my name 
Morrison, and wrote me down Morris; so when Mr. 
Ellsler put his question, “ Don’t you know your name? ” 
that was certainly the moment when I should have spoken 
— but I was too shy, and there and thereafter held my 
peace, and have been in consequence Clara Morris ever 
since. 

I having signed for and received my two weeks’ salary, 
Mr. Ellsler asked why I had not come the week before, 
and I told him I preferred to wait because it would seem 
so much more if I got both weeks’ salary all at one time. 
And he gravely nodded and said “ it was rather a large 
sum to have in hand at one time ” — and, though I was 
very sensitive to ridicule, I did not suspect him of mak¬ 
ing fun of me. 

Then he said: “You are a very intelligent little girl, 
and when you went on alone and unrehearsed the other 
night you proved you had both adaptability and courage. 
I’d like to keep you in the theatre. Will you come and 
be a regular member of the company for the season that 
begins in September next? ” 

I think it must have been my ears that finally stopped 
my ever-widening smile while I made answer that I 
must ask my mother first. 

“To be sure,” said he, “to be sure! Well, suppose 
you ask her, then, and let me know whether you can 
or not.” 

« Looking back and speaking calmly, I must admit 
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that { do not wow ficbrve that Mr. Whirr's financial 
future* deluded entirely iijwiit the yes or 110 of my 
mother and myself; but that 1 was mi an errand of life 

or death everyone* must have thought who mw me tear¬ 
ing through the streets on that <#MiMiir-sli;uIr summer 
day, racing along in a whirl of short skirts, with the 
boyish, self “kicking gait j*mi!iar to running girls of 

thirteen. 

One mam a tailor, ran out hatUr&H and coat hr** am) 
looked up the street anxiously in the direction front 
which I came. A big boy on the corner yelled after 
trie: M S-a*a->\ Sis, where's the fire?” hut you see they 
did not know* that l was carrying fiottie uty first earn¬ 
ings— that I was rluteliitig six damp titiroioltitr bill* in 
life hand* that had hern so empty all my life! Pour 
little hands that had never held a greater stint than one 
big Canadian firnny* that find never held a dollar hill 
till they had first ranted it* Hut if the tiny wax blind 
to what I held, so wax I blind to what the future licit I ™ 
which made u» equal. 

I had meant to take off my hat and smooth my hair* 
and in a decorous and profier manner approach my 

mother and deliver my nice little njicrcti, and then ham! 
her the money, lUff, alas! as I rushed into the house I 
rainr tiftofj her imesjweirdly for, fearing dinner was 
going to hr late, *4ie was hurrying things by shelling a 
gfrat basket of |>r;*s as she sat bv the dining n**m win 
flow, At sight of her tired face, all itiv nicely planned 
Affcivti iJrajtjicarfd, t flung iny arm about fin tm k* 

dtofifM'd the bills tm top of flir rittpH §*«!*„ and cried 

with beautiful hi* id*tv: ** < >b, tnollirr! fhatS ttiiitr ■ 
and it% all vmiiu ! ** 

She hi '*%rd me, tail to uiv grieved ama/cme nt put the 
money ten k into on hand, folding tnv four still, mi 

willing loigeis over it, as stir said' M \*n, %*m have 

earned this motirv yourself \oii ate tlir only our who 
has the tight to me it %iiii 40 ' ht do with it exactly 
m yon phase,*' 
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And while tears of disappointment were yet swim¬ 
ming in my eyes, triumph sprang up in my heart at 
her last words; for if I could do exactly as I pleased, 
why, after all, she should have the new summer dress 
she needed so badly. So I took the money to our room, 
and having secreted it in the most intricate and involved 
manner I could think of, I returned and laid Mr. Ellsler's 
offer before my mother, who at first hesitated, but learn¬ 
ing that Mrs. Bradshaw was engaged for another sea¬ 
son, she finally consented, and I rushed back to the 
theatre, where, red and hot and out of breath, I was en¬ 
gaged for the ballet for the next season. After this I 
was conscious? of a new feeling, which I would have 
found it very hard to explain then. It was not impor¬ 
tance, it was not vanity, it was a pleasant feeling, it lifted 
the head and gave one patience to bear calmly many 
things that had been very hard to bear. I know now it was 
the self-respect that comes to everyone who is a bread¬ 
winner. 

Directly after breakfast next day I was off to get 
my mother's dress. I went quite alone, and my head 
was well in the air; for this was indeed an important 
occasion. I looked long and felt gravely at the edges 
of the goods, I did not know what for, but I had seen 
other people do it, and when my lavender-flowered muslin 
was cut off, done up and paid for, I found quite a large 
hole in my six dollars; for it was war time, and any¬ 
thing made of cotton cost a dreadful price. But, good 
Heaven! how happy I was, and how proud that I should 
get a dress for my mother, instead of her getting one for 
me! Undoubtedly, had there been a fire just then, I would 
have risked my life to save that flowered muslin gown. 

I had not been more than two or three days in the 
theatre when I discovered that its people seemed to be 
divided into two distinct parties — the guyers and the 
guyed —those who laughed and those who were laughed 
at. All my life I have had a horror of practical joking, 
and I very quickly decided I would not be among the 
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guyed, I hail Inirrowed many of Mrx Bradshaw's play 
hook* In mitl* awl often found in tlir dim lions for ms* 
tuiues the old wort! “ ibitl/* " Count Rudolph * black 
velvet douhlet, lime and short cloak, i ount Adolph, 
ibid." So when the p!u|serty man, an incorrigible joker, 
asked me to go home am! borrow Mrs. Bradshaw's ibid 
f«ir him, 1 simply looked at him and smiled a broad, 
silent smile and never iiiuvol a peg. lie gave me a 
sharp kink* then affecting great auger at my laziness, lie 
wrote a request for an ibid and gave it to the fattest 
girl in the crow*!, and she carried it to Mrs, Bradshaw, 
who wrote on it that her ibid mats at Mrs DtcksovA, 
ami the fat girl went to Mrs. 1 >ick*os A, who said site 

had lent it to Mr. Lewis-.- %a the juror fat goose was 

kept waddling thioiigh the heat, from one place to an 
other, until she was half dead, to tlir great enjoyment of 
the property man. 

Next day he was very busy, when, glancing tip* lie 
saw me looking on at his work. Instantly hr caught 
tip a bottle, ami said: M Run upstairs to tlir |>aivit*frame 
(dure flights up) mid ask the painter to put a little 
ad libitum tsi tins liottlr for me™there’s a good git!!** 

Now I did nut yet know what ad libitum meant, but 
I wa* .1 vn * i lusr iibwrvrr, and 1 saw the same malicious 
t w in kit* in l»s eye that had shorn* there when be had 
sent itir fat girl «*n tier hot journey, and once mure I 
slowly chewed my gum, and smiled ttiv wide, unbelieving 
siitilr, Ur waited a moment, but as I did nut touch tlir 
It*. title he tossed it aside, saying; " What a suspicious 
little devil voti are ! ** 

lint mJufi a mail wanted me to blow down a gun 
barrel nr st iiiut iirnip tlir projirtiy man cm burned * 

*'!lrii\'\i 4 $ 1 hi san**« iwiu aloiir! I d»m*t know" whi flier 
itir gr Is I it* t i*i, ev out iif hei head or t hew «■ it mil of 
her guru, but die du?$*i guv worth a trut, -»u |ott nerdn't 
fry I*# put anything on to lin ! ” 

And flout that *in to tin * I have bon ftrr f'lotn tlir 
atfatk* of tlir ptaviii d j* Act, 


CHAPTER SIXTH 


The Regular Season Opens — I have a Small Part to 
Play — I am among Lovers of Shakespeare — I too 
Stand at his Knee and Fall under the Charm, 

U P to this time the only world I had known had been 
narrow and sordid and lay chill under the shadow 
of poverty; and it is sunlight that makes the earth 
smile into flower and fruit and laugh aloud through the 
throats of birds. But now, standing humbly at the knee 
of Shakespeare, I began to learn something of another 
world — fairy-like in fascination, marvellous in reality. 
A world of sunny days and jewelled nights, of splendid 
palaces, caves of horror, forests of mystery, and meadows 
of smiling candor. All peopled, too, with such soldiers, 
statesmen, lovers, clowns, such women of splendid chill 
chastity, fierce ambition, thistle-down lightness, and 
burning, tragic love as made the heart beat fast to think 
of. 

Perhaps if I had attempted simply to read Shakespeare 
at that time, I might have fallen short both in profit and 
in pleasure; but it was the hearing him that roused my 
attention. There was such music in the sound of the 
words, that the mind was impelled to study out their 
meaning. It seems to me that a human voice is to poetry 
what a clear even light is to a reader, making each word 
give up its full store of meaning. 

At that time Forrest, crowned and wrapped in royal 
robes, was yet tottering on his throne. Charlotte Cush¬ 
man was the Tragic Queen of the stage. Mr. James Mur¬ 
doch, frail and aging, but still acting, was highly esteemed. 
Joseph Jefferson, E. L. Davenport, J. K. Hackett, Edwin 
Adams, John E. Owens, Dan. Setchell, Peter Richings 
and his daughter Caroline, Mrs. D. P. Bowers, Miss 
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LwrtlSr Western, Miss Maggie Mitchell, Mr. and Mrs. 
I omvay, Matilda Heron, diaries i util*I*u k, Joseph Prae¬ 
tor* Mr. and Mrs, Alhuugh, Mr, amt Mrs. Barney Will¬ 
iams, the Wehh Sisters, Kate Kevnulds, \%vir alt great 
favorites, nut pauMiig to mention many nimr, while Edwin 
Booth, the greatest light of all, was rising in gulden glory 
in tin* East, 

i >f tSir above-mentioned twenty-eight stars, eighteen 
acted in ShakesjieareS plays, All stars played a week's 
engagement ™ mam played two weeks, therefore at least 
twenty hair of our forty two week season was given over 
to Shakes|ieure;m production*, and every actor and actress 
had the Bard at their tongue's tip, 

lit the far past the great disgrace of ottr profession was 
tlir iiir!*rniv *4 its men. At the time I write of, the sever* 
if v of the managers hat! nearly eradnuted the terrible 
habit, and I never saw hut two of that class of brilliant 
actor drunkards, beloved of newspaper story writers, who 
made ion much id their absurd vagaries. 

Looking luck to the actors of *h$* 1 can't help noticing 
the iSilfefrin r between their attitude of mind toward their 
profession, and that of ttir actor of to day. Salaries were 
finuli smallet then, wotk was harder, hut life wa; simpler, 
T lir int*-* had no an m! standing; he was no longer looked 
down tijioig Inn he was an unknown quantity; he was in 
#hoil, an a*iof pure and simple. Hr had enthusiasm for 
Ills profession he lived to a* t, Hot Hlrlrtv living hv act 1 
mg Hr hail more vuperititiou than teligiou, and no 
ffttfifirs at all, hit! hr was patriotic and shouldered tun gun 
and mat* \n d a wav hi the ranks as % heerfutlv as any other 
nftmt toldirr 

lint above alt and hrvoitd all rise, the itirti and women 
thru 1 hosen profession ‘I tlcir constant lissoci.O 
lion id mind with Sttakrsprare seemed to have given 
llirtii a erf fain dignity of heat mg as well m of *pr«vh. 

I'o4av our a*lots have 111 inauv easm won some wnal 
recognition, and they must thereto!* give a j**f tion of 

tlicir iiffir to S4aial ditti*. s. 1 l$n ate 1 Inltitirn and another 
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portion of their time goes in club lounging. They draw 
large salaries and too frequently they have to act in long 
running plays, that are made up of smartish wit and cheap¬ 
est cynicism — mere froth and frivolity, while the effective 
smashing of the Seventh Commandment has been for so 
long a time the principal motif of both drama and farce, 
that one cannot wonder much at the general tone of flip¬ 
pancy prevailing among the theatrical people of to-day. 
They guy everything and everybody, and would jeer at 
their profession as readily as they would at an old man on 
the street wearing a last year’s hat. 

They are sober, they are honest, they are generous, but 
they seem to have grown utterly flippant, and I can’t help 
wondering if this alteration can have come about through 
the change in their mental pabulum. 

At all events, as I watched and listened in the old days, 
it seemed to me they were never weary of discussing read¬ 
ings, expressions, emphasis, and action. One would re¬ 
mark, say at a rehearsal of “ Hamlet,” that Macready 
gave a certain line in this manner, and another would in¬ 
stantly express a preference for a Forrest — or a Daven¬ 
port— rendering, and then the argument would be on, 
and only a call to the stage would end the weighing of 
words, the placing of commas, etc. 

I well remember my first step into theatrical con¬ 
troversy. “ Macbeth ” was being rehearsed, and the star 
had just exclaimed: “ Hang out our banners on the out¬ 
ward walls! ” That was enough — argument was on. It 
grew animated. Some were for: “ Hang out our ban¬ 
ners! on the outward walls the cry is still: they come! ” 
while one or two were with the star’s reading. 

I stood listening and looking on and fairly sizzling with 
hot desire to speak, but dared not take the liberty, I stood 
in such awe of my elders. Presently the “ old-man ” 
turned and, noticing my eagerness, laughingly said: 
“ Well, what is it, Clara? you’ll have a fit if you don't 
ease your mind with speech.” 

“ Oh, Uncle Dick,” I answered, my words fairly trip- 
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ping over each other in my liable " ! have a picture 
litifiir, I ml it ms! of a paper, itS a picture uf a great castle, 
with towers am! moats and things amt mi tlir outer walls 
there are men with spears and shields, and tlirv seem to 
he looking for the enemy, and, Uncle l>ick f the bmmr ii 
floating over the high tower! " 

4 * Where it ought to he/* interpolated the old genllritiati, 
who was English, 

M So," I went on, M don't you think it ought to he read; 

*Hang out mir banners ! on tin* outward walls'.— the 

outward walls, you know* is where the lcjokout are stand- 
mg — 4 the cry — in still, they romr! 

A general laugh followed my excited explanation, hut 
Uncle Dick patted me wry kindly on the shoulder, and 
yard: " Dot*! girl ! you stick to your picture ™ it**! right 
ami so are yon. Many fteojtlr read the lute that way, tint 
you have worked it out fur yourself, and that's a good 
plan to follow." 

And I swelled and swelled, it seemed In me, I was so 
piMtul of the gentle old nmtn approval Hut that same 
night t mine ijuitr wnfullv to grief. I had been one of 
the * ouvl *4 11 w \h he** *'; I had also had inv place at that 
sham* lev* ftif'wr mtiJu* banquet given hv Sfts* bfih to hi* 
tantalized and then, hnitg of! dutv. was, as in* 

ual planted m f|$r «mtf ancr, watching the acting of the 
gtm%ti up and the go mu great, liiilv Mtubsth was giv• 
mg the deep availing scene, Her method was of the old, 
*4*1 n In# »|, She sjwike at atm* of the I nil powet of tin 
lungs, throughout that mysterious awe umpiring sleep* 
walking n rtiic It fatted ujsin iiiv Icrling* I * ouM not 
fuse told whv, hut it did. I t relieved tin self alone* and 
mlirn the hamttrd w of nan mated out: " Vet, who 

would have thought tlir old man to havr had *o much 
hUhui nt hms j " I remarked, mffn i%Hf f ° Did you rx> 

j mi to itnd ink m Itttit ' " 

A sharp ** afirfit* " right at ms shouldri told me f had 
Jrrit overheard, and 1 f hi ned to fair utg hotror! lire 
stage*manager, fir gland ungnlv at me, and Itegan: 
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“ Since when have the ladies of the ballet taken to criti¬ 
cising the work of the stars ? ” 

Humbly enough, I said: “ I beg your pardon, sir, I 
was just talking to myself, that was all/ 5 

But he went on: “ Oh, you would not criticize a read¬ 
ing, unless you could better it — so pray favor us with 
your ideas on this speech! ” 

Each sneering word cut me to the heart. Tears filled 
my eyes. I struggled hard to keep them from falling, 
while I just murmured: “ I beg your pardon! ” Again 
he demanded my reading, saying they were not “ too 
old to learn,” and in sheer desperation, I exclaimed: “I 
was only speaking to myself, but I thought Lady Macbeth 
was amazed at the quantity of blood that flowed from the 
body of such an old man — for when you get old, you 
know, sir, you don’t have so much blood as you used to, 
and I only just thought, that as the’' sleeping men were • 
laced/ and the knives * smeared/ and her hands ‘ bathed ’ 
with it, she might have perhaps whispered: ‘ Yet, who 
would have thought the old man to have had so much 
blood in him?’ I didn’t mean an impertinence!” and 
down fell the tears, for I could not talk and hold them 
back at the same time. 

He looked at me in dead silence for a few moments, then 
he said: “ Humph! ” and walked away, while I rushed 
to the dressing-room and cried and cried, and vowed that 
never, never again would I talk to myself — in the theatre 
at all events. I mention these incidents to show how 
quickly I came under the influence of these Shakespeare- 
studying men and women, some of whom had received 
their very adequate education from him alone. 

It was odd to hear how they used his words and expres¬ 
sions in their daily conversation. ’Twas not so much 
quoting him intentionally, as it was an unconscious incor¬ 
poration into their own language of Shakespeare’s lines. 

Tramps were to them almost always u vagrom men.” 
When one did some very foolish thing, he almost surely 
begged to be “ written down an ass.” The appearance of 
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a pretty actress in her new spring or fall gown was as 
surely hailed with: “ The riches of the ship have come on 
shore! ” 

I saw a pet dog break for the third time from restraint 
to follow his master, who put his hand on the animal’s 
head and rather worriedly remarked: “ ‘ The love that fol¬ 
lows us sometimes is our trouble — which still ’ ” (with a 
big sigh) “ ‘ we thank as love! ’ But you’ll have to go 
back, old fellow, all the same.” If someone obliged you, 
and you expressed the fear that you had given him 
trouble, he would be absolutely certain to reply, pleas¬ 
antly and quite honestly: “ The labor we delight in 
physics pain! ” And so on and on unendingly. And I al¬ 
most believe that had an old actor seen these three great 
speeches: The “ seven ages ” of man, “ To be or not to 
be! ” and “ Othello’s occupation’s gone,” grouped to¬ 
gether, he would have fallen upon his knees and become 
an idolator there and then. 

Yes, I found them odd people, but I liked them. The 
world was brightening for me, and I felt I had a right to 
my share of the air and light, and as much of God’s earth 
as my feet could stand upon. 

I had had a little part entrusted to me, too, the very first 
week of the season. A young backwoods-boy, Tom 
Bruce, by name, and I had borrowed some clothes and 
bad slammed about with my gun, and spoken my few 
words out loud and clear, and had met with approving 
looks, if not words, but not yet was the actress aroused in 
me, I was still a mere school-girl reciting her lessons. 
2My proudest moment had been when I was allowed to go 
on for the longest witch in the cauldron scene in “ Mac¬ 
beth.” Perhaps I might have come to grief over it had 
I not overheard the leading man say: “That child will 
never speak those lines in the world!” and the leading 
man was six feet tall and handsome, and I was thirteen 
and a half years old, and had to be called a “ child! ” 

I was in a secret rage, and I went over and over my 
lines, at all hours, under all kinds of circumstances, so that 
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nothing should be able to frighten me at night. And then, 
with my paste-board crown and white sheet and petticoat, 
I boiled-up in the cauldron and gave my lines well enough 
for the manager (who was Hecate just then) to say low, 
“ Good! Good! ” and the leading man next night asked 
me to take care of his watch and chain during his combat 
scene, and my pride of bearing was most unseemly, and 
the other ballet-girls loved me not at all, for you see they, 


CHAPTER SEVENTH 


I find I am in a u Family Theatre” — I Fare Forth 
away from my Mother, and in Columbus I Shelter 
under the wing of Mrs. Bradshaw. 

T HIS theatre in which I found myself was, in pro¬ 
fessional parlance, a family theatre, a thing ab¬ 
horred by many, especially by actresses. Not much 
wonder either, for even as the green bay tree flourisheth 
in the psalm, so does nepotism flourish in the family 
theatre; and when it’s a case of the managerial Monsieur , 
Madame , et Bebes all acting, many are the tears, sobs, 
and hot words that follow upon the absorption by these 
three of all the good parts, while all the poor ones are 
placed with strictest justice where they belong. At that 
time men and women were engaged each for a special 
“ line of business,” and to ask anyone to act outside of 
his “ line ” was an offence not lightly passed over. 

For the benefit of those who may not be familiar with 
theatrical terms of procedure, I will state that a company 
was generally made up of a leading man (heroes, of 
course), first old man, second old man, heavy man, first 
comedian, second comedian, juvenile man, walking gen¬ 
tleman, and utility man. 

That term, “ heavy man,” of course had no reference 
to the actor's physical condition, but it generally implied 
a deep voice, heavy eyebrows, and a perfect willingness 
to stab in the back or smilingly to poison the wine of the 
noblest hero or the fairest heroine in the business; so the 
professional player of villains was a heavy man. 

The juvenile man may have left juvenility far, far be¬ 
hind him in reality, but if his back was flat, his eyes large 
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and hair good; he would support old mothers, be falsely 
accused of thefts, and win wealthy sweethearts in last acts, 
with great eclat — as juvenile men were expected to do. 

Walking gentlemen didn’t walk all the time; truth to 
tell, they stood about and pretended a deep interest in 
other people’s affairs, most of the time. They were those 
absent Pauls or Georges that are talked about continually 
by sweethearts or friends or irate fathers, and finally ap¬ 
pear just at the end of everything, simply to prove they 
really do exist, and to hold a lady’s hand, while the cur¬ 
tain falls on the characters, all nicely lined up and bowing 
like toy mandarins. 

The utility man was generally not a man, but a large, 
gloomy boy, whose mustache would not grow, and whose 
voice would crack over the few lines he was invited to 
address to the public. He sometimes led mobs, but more 
often made brief statements as to the whereabouts of cer¬ 
tain carriages — and therein laid his claim to utility. 

Then came the leading lady, the first old woman (who 
was sometimes the heavy woman), the first singing sou- 
brette, the walking ladies, the second soubrette (and boys’ 
parts), the utility woman, and the ladies of the ballet. 
These were the principal “ lines of business,” and in an 
artistic sense they bound actors both hand and foot; so 
utterly inflexible were they that the laws of the Medes 
and Persians seemed blithe and friendly things in com¬ 
parison. 

“ Oh, I can’t play that; it’s not in my line! ” “ Oh, 
yes, I sing, but the singing don’t belong to my line! ” “ I 
know, he looks the part and I don’t, but it belongs to 
my line! ” and so, nearly every week, some performance 
used to be marred by the slavish clinging to these defined 
“ lines of business.” 

Mr. Augustin Daly was the first manager who dared to 
ignore the absolute “ line.” ft You must trust my judg¬ 
ment to cast you for the characters you are best suited to 
perform, and you must trust my honor not to lower or 
degrade you, by casting you below your rightful position, 
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for I will not be hampered and bound by any fixed 
‘ lines of business/ ” So said he to all would-be members 
of his company. The pill was a trifle bitter in the swal¬ 
lowing, as most pills are, but it was so wholesome in its 
effect that ere long other managers were following Mr. 
Daly’s example. 

But to return to our mutton. If the family theatre was 
disliked by those who had already won recognized posi¬ 
tions, it was at least an ideal place in which a young girl 
could begin her professional life. The manager, Mr. John 
A. Ellsler, was an excellent character-actor as well as a 
first old man. His wife, Mrs. Effie Ellsler, was his lead¬ 
ing woman — his daughter Effie, though not out of 
school at that time, acted whenever there was a very good 
part that suited her. The first singing soubrette was the 
wife of the prompter and the stage-manager. The first 
old woman was the mother of the walking lady, and so it 
came about that there was not even the pink flush of a 
flirtation over the first season, and, though another season 
was shaken and thrilled through and through by the elope¬ 
ment and marriage of James Lewis with Miss Frankie 
Hurlburt, a young lady from private life in Cleveland, yej 
in all the years I served in that old theatre, no real scandal 
ever smirched it. 

True, one poor little ballet-girl fell from our ranks and 
was drawn into that piteous army of women, who, with 
silk petticoats and painted cheeks, seek joy in the bottom 
of the wine cup. Poor little soul! how we used to lock 
the dressing-room door and lower our voices when we 
spoke of having seen her. 

I can never be grateful enough for having come under 
the influence of the dear woman who watched over me that 
first season — Mrs. Bradshaw, one of the most versatile, 
most earnest, most devoted actresses I ever saw, and a 
good woman besides. 

She had known sorrow, trouble, and loss. She was 
widowed, she had two children to support unaided, but 
she made moan to no one. She worked early and late; 
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she rehearsed, studied, acted, mended, and made; for her 
salary absolutely forbade the services of a dress-maker. 
She had two gowns a year, one thick, one thin. She could 
not herself compute the age of her bonnets, so often were 
they blocked over, or dyed and retrimmed. Yet no better 
appearing woman ever entered a stage-door than this ex¬ 
cessively neat, well-groomed, though plainly clad, old 
actress. 

It is not to be denied that a great many professional 
women are absolutely without the sense of order* Their 
irregular hours, their unsettled mode of life, camping out 
a few days in this hotel and then in that in a measure ex¬ 
plain it, but Mrs. Bradshaw set an example of neat order¬ 
liness that was well worth following. 

“ I can't see,” she used to say, “ why an actress should 
be a slattern.” 

Then if anyone murmured: “ Early rehearsals, great 
haste, you know! ” she would answer: “ You know at 
v night the hour of morning rehearsal — then get up fif¬ 
teen minutes earlier, and leave your room in order. Every¬ 
thing an actress does is commented upon, and as she is 
jpore or less an object of suspicion, her conduct should be 
even more rigidly correct than that of other women.” 
She had been a beauty in her youth, as her regular 
features still proclaimed, and though her figure had be¬ 
come almost FalstaflSan, her graceful arm movements and 
the dignity of her carriage saved her from being in the 
slightest degree grotesque. The secret of her smiling 
contentment was her honest love for her work. 

We had one taste in common — this experienced woman 
and my now fourteen-year-old self — books! books! and 
yet books, we read. I borrowed from my friends and she 
also read — she borrowed from her friends and I, too, 
read, and she came to speak of them, and then of her own 
ideas, and so I found that this woman, already on the way 
to age, who was so poor and hard-working, and had noth¬ 
ing to look forward to but work, was yet cheerfully con¬ 
tented, because she loved the work — yes, and honored it. 
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Sunday hat to a rehearsal; and when my cheap little 
trunk came, with C. M. on the end, showing it was my 
very own, I stooped down and hugged it. But later, 
when my mother with a sad face separated my garments 
from her own, taking them from her trunk, where they 
had always rested before, I burst into sobs and tears of 
utter forlornness. 

The Columbus trip had a special effect upon the affairs 
of the ballet. We had received $3 a week salary, but every 
one of us had had some home assistance. Now we were 
going to a strange city, and no one on earth could manage 
to live on such a salary as that, so our stipend was raised 
to $5 a week, and the three of us (we were but three that 
season) set to work trying to solve the riddle of how a 
girl was to pay her board-bill, her basket-bill, her wash- 
bill, and all the small expenses of the theatre — powder, 
paint, soap, hair-pins, etc., to say nothing at all of shoes 
and clothing — all out of $5 a week. 

Of course there was but one way to do it, and that was 
by doubling-up and sharing a room with some one, and 
that first season I was very lucky. Mrs. Bradshaw found 
a house where the top floor had been finished off as one 
great long room, running the entire length of the building 
from gable to gable, and she offered me a share in it. 

Oh, I was glad! Blanche and I had one-half the room, 
and Mrs. Bradshaw and the irrepressible little torment and 
joy of her life, small Jack, had the other half. No wonder 
I grew to reverence her, whose character could bear such 
intimate association as that. I don’t know what her re¬ 
ligious beliefs were. She read her Bible Sundays, but she 
never went to church, neither did she believe in a material 
hell; but it was not long before I discovered that when I 
said my prayers over in my corner, she paused in what¬ 
ever she was doing, and remained with downcast eyes — 
a fact that made me scramble a bit, I’m afraid. 

There was but one thing in our close companionship 
that caused her pain, and that was the inevitable belief of 
strangers, that I was her daughter and Blanche her pro- 
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and Court, my impish friend Blanche, as the Player- 
Queen , should have said: “ Both here and hence, pursue 
me lasting strife, if once a widow, ever I be wife! ” 

Instead of which, loudly and distinctly, she proclaimed: 
“ Both here and hence, pursue me lasting strife, if once 
a wife, ever I be widowed! ” 

Hamlet rolled over on his face, Queen Gertrude (Mrs. 
Bradshaw) groaned aloud, Polonius (Mr. Ellsler) threat¬ 
ened discharge, under cover of the laughter of the audi¬ 
ence, while guilty Blanche grinned in impish enjoyment 
of her work, and next “ Hamlet ” I was cast for the 
Player-Queen , to punish Blanche. To punish her, indeed 

— she was as merry as a sand-boy, standing about chew¬ 
ing gum and telling stories all the evening. 

The “ tatting ” craze was sweeping over the country 
then, everybody wore tatting and almost everybody made 
it. I worked day and night at it, tatting at rehearsal 
and between scenes, and lady-stars often bought my work, 
to my great pleasure as well as profit. Blanche wanted 
a new shuttle, and her mother, who was under extra ex¬ 
pense just then, told her she could have it the next week. 
It was shortly before Christmas, and next morning 
at rehearsal, with all the company present, Blanche 
walked up to Mr. Ellsler and asked him if he had any 
mohey. 

He looked bewildered, and answered somewhat doubt¬ 
fully that he thought he had a little. “ Well,” said she, 
“ I want you to give me a quarter, so I can get you a 
Christmas present.” 

There was a burst of laughter as Mr. Ellsler handed 
her the quarter, and after rehearsal this is what she did 
with it: 

On Superior Street a clothing store was being sold out 

— a forced sale. There she bought a black shoe-string 
tie for five cents, as a gift for Mr: Ellsler, and elsewhere 
got for herself a tatting-shuttle and five pieces of chew¬ 
ing-gum, and chuckled over her caper, quite undisturbed 
by her mother's tears. 



MR. ELLSLER’S PRESENT 47 

One thing only moved her, one thing only she loved, 
usic! She had a charming voice, clear, pure, and cold 
; crystal, and she sang willingly, nay, even eagerly, when- 
rer she had the opportunity. In after years she became 
well-known singer in light opera. 


CHAPTER EIGHTH 


I Display my New Knowledge — I Return to Cleveland 
to Face my First Theatrical Vacation, and I Know 
the very Tragedy of Littleness. 

D URING that first season I learned to stand alone, 
to take care of myself and my small belongings 
without admonition from anyone. One of my no¬ 
tions was that, since an immortal soul had to dwell in 
my body, it became my bounden duty to bestow upon it 
regular and painstaking care in honor of its tenant. The 
idea may seem extravagant, yet it served me well, since 
it did for me what a mother’s watchful supervision does 
for other little girls when habits are being formed. 

I had learned, too, most of the technical terms used in 
the profession. I knew all about footlights, wings, flies, 
borders, drops, braces, grooves, traps, etc. I understood 
the queer abbreviations. Knew that O.P. side was op¬ 
posite the prompt side, where the prompter stood with 
his book of the play to give the word to any actor whose 
memory failed him and to ring the two bells for the close 
of the act — one of warning to the curtain-man up aloft 
to get ready, the other for him to lower the curtain. 
Knew that R.U.E. and L.U.E. were right or left upper 
entrance; C., centre of the stage; R.C., right of centre; 
C.D., centre-door. That to go D.S. or U.S. was an in¬ 
timation that you would do well to go down stage or up 
stage, while an X. to C. was a terse request for you to 
cross to the centre of the stage, and that a whole lot of 
other letters meant a whole lot of other directions that 
would only bore a reader. 

I understood how many illusions were produced, and 
one of the proofs that I was meant to be an actress was 
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escaped her, lest even the orchestra’s effort to cover uj 
the paint-frame’s protesting cries should prove useless 
Poor woman, when she had been lowered again to terr; 
firma and stepped off, the whole paint-frame would giv< 
a kind of joyous upward spring. She noticed it, and on< 
evening looked back, and said: “ Oh, you’re not a bi 
more glad than I am, you screaking wretch! ” 

I had learned to make up my face properly, to dress 
my hair in various ways, and was beginning to know 
something about correct costuming; but as the seasor 
was drawing to its close my heart quaked and I was sick 
with fear, for I was facing, for the first time, that terror 
that affliction of the actor’s life, the summer vacation. 

People little dream what a period of misery that is tc 
many stage folk. Seeing them well dressed, laughing 
and talking lightly with the acquaintances they meet on 
the street, one little suspects that the gnawing pain of 
hunger may be busy with their stomachs — that a wom¬ 
an’s fainting “ because of the extreme heat, you know,” 
was really caused by want of food. That the fresh hand¬ 
kerchiefs are of their own washing. That the garments 
are guarded with almost inconceivable care, and are only 
worn on the street, some older articles answering in their 
lodgings — and that it is not vanity, but business, for a 
manager is not attracted by a seedy or a shabby-looking 
applicant for an engagement. 

Oh, the weary, weary miles the poor souls walk! with 
not a penny in their pockets. They are compelled to say, 
“ Roll on, sweet chariot! ” to even the street-car as it 
appears before their longing eyes. 

Some people, mostly men, under these circumstances 
will stand and look at the viands spread out temptingly 
in the restaurant windows; others, myself among the 
number, will avoid such places as one would avoid a 
pestilence. 

We were back in Cleveland for the last of the season. 
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and, dear heaven! there were six long, long weeks of 
vacation, and I had only one little pile of board money 
to set against the whole six. I had six little piles of wash 
money, and one other little pile, the raison d’etre of 
which I may explain by and by, if I am not too much 
ashamed of the early folly. 

Now I was staying at that acme of inconvenience and 
discomfort, a cheap boarding-house, where, by the way, 
social lines were drawn with sharp distinction, the upper 
class coldly recognizing the middle class, but ignoring 
the very existence of the lower class, refugees from ig¬ 
noble fortune. 

Mrs. Bradshaw, by right of dignity and regular pay¬ 
ments for the best room in the house, was the star-boarder, 
and it was undoubtedly her friendship which raised me 
socially from that third and lowest class to which my 
small payments would have relegated me. 

Standing in my tiny, closet-like room, by lifting my¬ 
self to my toes, I could touch the ceiling. There wafc not 
space for a bureau, but the yellow wash-stand stood quite 
firmly, with the assistance of a brick, which made up for 
the absence of part of its off hind leg. There was a 
kitchen-chair that may have been of pine, but my aching 
back proclaimed it lignum-vitae. A mere sliver of a bed 
stretched itself sullenly in the corner, where its slats, 
showing their outlines through the meagre bed-clothing, 
suggested* the ribs of an attenuated cab-horse. From 
that bed early rising became a pleasure instead of a mere 
duty. Above the wash-stand, in a narrow, once veneered 
but now merely glue-covered frame, hung a small look¬ 
ing-glass, that, size considered, could, I believe, do more 
damage to the human countenance than could any other 
mirror in the world. It had a sort of dimple in its mid¬ 
dle, which had the effect of scattering one's features into 
the four corners of the glass, loosely — a nose and eye¬ 
brow here, a mouth yonder, and one's “ altogether " no- 
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quite sea-sick, or words to that effect. This dreadful lit¬ 
tle apartment lay snug against the roof. In the winter 
the snow sifted prettily but uncomfortably here and there. 
In the summer the heat was appalling. Those old-timers 
who knew the house well, called No. 15 the “ torture- 
chamber," and many a time, during the fiercest heat, Mrs. 
Bradshaw wotild literally drive me from the small fiery 
furnace to her own room, where at least there was air to 
breathe, for No. 15 had but half a window. And yet, 
miserable as this place was, it was a refuge and a shelter. 
The house was well known, it was ugly, as cheap things 
are apt to be, but it was respectable and safe, and I trem¬ 
bled at the thought of losing my right to enter there. 

In the past my mother had been employed by the land¬ 
lady as seamstress and as housekeeper, besides which she 
had once nursed the lonely old woman through a severe 
sickness, and as I had been permitted to live with my 
mother, Mrs. Miller of course knew me well; so one day 
when she found me engaged in the unsatisfactory occu¬ 
pation of recounting my money she asked me, very gruffly, 
what I was going to do through the summer. I gazed 
at her with wide, frightened eyes, and was simply dumb. 
More sharply, she asked: “Do you hear? — what are 
you going to do when the theatre closes? " 

I swallowed hard, and then faintly answered: “ I’ve 
got one week's board saved, Mrs. Miller, but after that 
I — I —,” had my soul depended upon the speaking of 
another word I could not have uttered it. 

She glared her most savage glare at me. She impa¬ 
tiently pushed her false front awry, pulled at her spec¬ 
tacles, and finally took up one of my six little piles of 
coin and asked: “What's this for?" 

“ Washing,” I gasped. 

“ You don't send your handkerchiefs to the wash, do 
you?" she demanded, suspiciously. 

I shook my head and pointed to a handkerchief drying 




meant f or the next week's board, and putting it in her 
pocket, she remarked: " Ill Just tike this now, so you 
won't run m risk of losing it, and for the next five weeks 
after, why, well your mother was honest before you, and 
I reckon you're going to take after her. You promise 
to be a hard worker, too, so, well notxxly else has ever 
lirrtt aide to stay in this room over a week ~ so I guess 
you ran go on stopping right here, till the theatre ojnms 
again, and you can pay me by fits and starts as it comes 
bandy for you. Why, what's the matter with you ? 
Well, I vnm! you must be clean tuckered out to cry like 
that ! lauui saxes, child f tie a wet rag on your head and 
lay right down, till you cm get picked up a hit! " and 


•ighiv live years old and my honored guest here at t he 
Piiic^ M Ik fore I told her all the terror and the gratitude 
dir brought to me that day. 

My clear skin, bright eyes, and round face gave me an 
ippearance of perfect health, which was belied by the 
am 1 almost unceasingly endured, The very inadetjnate 
uovianf! iiiv jtoor mother had lx*t*n able to make for the 
tccrssarirH of her child's welfare, the cruel restrictions 
dared iti^oit my exercise, even upon movement in that 
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all these years no one has added to my list of flexes and 
reflexes the words “ fixed or refixed,” so my poor spine 
and I go struggling on, and I sometimes think, if it could 
speak, it might declare that I am as dented, crooked, and 
wavering as it is. However, I suppose that state of un¬ 
certain health may have caused the capricious appetite 
that tormented me. Always poor, I had yet never been 
able to endure coarse food. Heavy meats, cabbage, tur¬ 
nips, beets, fried things filled me with cold repulsion. 
Crackers and milk formed my dinner, day in and day 
out. Now and then crackers and water had to suffice 
me; but I infinitely preferred the latter to a meal of 
roast pork or of corned beef, followed by rice-pudding. 

But the trouble from the fastidious appetite came when 
it suddenly demanded something for its gratification — 
imperiously, even furiously demanded it. If anyone 
desires a thing intensely, the continual denial of thal 
craving becomes almost a torture. So, when that finical 
appetite of mine would suddenly cry out for oysters, ] 
could think of nothing else. Quick tears would spring 
into my eyes as I approached the oysterless table. Agair 
and again I would dream of them, cans and cans woulc 
be piled on my table (I lived far from shell-oysters then) 
and when I awoke I would turn on my lumpy bed anc 
moan like a sick animal. I mention this because I wisl 
to explain what that little odd pile of money had beei 
saved for. 

At the approach of hot weather a craving for ice-crean 
had seized upon me with almost agonizing force. It i 
a desire common to all young things, but the poverty o 
my surroundings, the lack of the more delicate vegetables 
of fruits, of sweets, added to the intensity of my craving 
I had found a place away up on the market where fo 
ten cents one could get quite a large saucer of the deli 
cate dainty. Fifteen or twenty-five cents was charge 
elsewhere for no better cream, but a more decorativ 
saucer. 

But, good gracious! what a sum of money — ten cenl 
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for a mere pleasure! though the memory of it afterward 
was a comfort for several days, and then, oh, unfortunate 
girl! the sick longing would come again! And so, in a 
sort of despair, I tried to save thirty cents, with the de¬ 
liberate intention of spending the whole sum on luxury 
and folly. Six long, blazing-hot, idle weeks I should have 
to pass in the “ torture-chamber,” but with that thirty 
cents by me I could, every two weeks, loiter deliciously 
over a plate of cream, feel its velvety smoothness on my 
lips and its icy coldness cooling all my weary, heat-worn 
body. One week I could live on memory, and the next 
upon anticipation, and so get through the long vacation 
in comparative comfort. 

There was no lock upon my room door, but I said 
nothing about it, as the door would not close anyway; 
and at night, for security, I placed the lignum-vitae chair 
against it. In the day-time I had to entrust my belong¬ 
ings to the honor of my house-mates, as it were. 

The six little piles of wash-money I had, after the 
manner of a squirrel, buried here and there at the bot¬ 
tom of my trunk, which I securely locked; but my 
precious thirty cents I carried about with me, tied in the 
corner of a handkerchief. It generally rested in the 
bosom of my dress, but there came a day when, for econ¬ 
omy's sake, I washed a pair of stockings as well as my 
three handkerchiefs, and Mrs. Miller said I might hang 
them on the line in the yard below. My tiny window 
opened in that direction. The day was fiercely hot. I 
put the money in my pocket and carefully hung my dress 
up opposite the window, and, in a little white jacket, did 
out my washing; then, singing happily, I ran down¬ 
stairs, two long flights, to hang the articles on the line. 
As I was putting a clothes-pin in place I glanced upward 
at the musk-plant on my window-sill — and then my 
heart stood still in my breast. I could neither breathe 
nor move for the moment. I could see my dress-skirt 
depending from its nail, and oh, dear God! a man's 
great red hand was grasping it — was clutching it, here 
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and there, in search of the pocket! Suddenly I gave a 
piercing cry, and bounding into the house, I tore madly 
up the stairs — too late. The dress lay in the doorway 
— the pocket was empty! On the floor, with my head 
against the white-washed wall, I sat with closed eyes. 
The smell of a musk-plant makes me shudder to this 
day. I sat there stupidly till dusk; then I crept to my 
sliver of a bed, and cried, and cried, and sobbed the whole 
weary, hot night through. Next day I pimply could not 
rise, and so for weeks I dragged heavily up and down 
the stairs, loathing the very sight of the dining-room, and 
driven half wild with that never-sleeping craving for 
ice-cream. 

It was purgatory, it was the very tragedy of littleness. 
And that was my first theatrical vacation. 


CHAPTER NINTH 


The Season Reopens — I meet the Yellow Breeches and 
become a Utility Man — Mr. Murdock Escapes Fits 
and my “ Luck ” Proves to be Extra Work. 

T HE exuberance of my joy over the opening of the 
new season was somewhat modified by my close 
relations with a certain pair of knee-breeches — 
md I wish to say right here that when Gail Hamilton 
leclared inanimate things were endowed with powers of 
nalice and general mischievousness, she was not exag¬ 
gerating, but speaking strictly by the card. 

Some men think her charge was made solely against 
ollar-buttons, whose conduct the world admits is detri- 
nental to good morals; but they are wrong; she in- 
luded many things in her charge. Consider the inno- 
ent-looking rocking-chair, for instance. When it strikes 
loes not the rocker always find your ankle-joint? In 
larkness or in light did it ever miss that exact spot? 
sTever! And then how gently it will sway, while you 
ear and stamp, and, with briny eyes, say — well, things 
ou should not say, things you would not say but for the 
nalice of an inanimate thing. 

Perhaps the quickest way to win your sympathy is to 
ell you at once that those knee-breeches were made of 
r ellow plush, bright yellow — I thought that would 
love you! There was a coat, too — yes, things can al¬ 
ways be worse, you see; and when I was crowded into 
hat awful livery I felt'like hopping about in a search 
or hemp-seed, I looked so like an enormous canary that 
ad outgrown its cage. 

Had Gail Hamilton known those breeches she would 
tave said; fs Here is total depravity in yellow plush! ” 

$7 
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You see, the way they got their grip on me originally 
was this. There had been two utility men engaged for 
the company, but one of them was taken sick and could 
not come to the city at all, and the other one made the 
manager sick, and was discharged for utter incompetency, 
and that very night there was required a male servant 
who could in the first act summon the star to the presence 
of his employer, with a name hard to pronounce; and in 
the last act, when the star had become the boss of the 
.whole affair, could announce the coming of his carriage. 

“ Could I do those two lines ? ” 

“ Oh, yes! ” I joyfully announced my ability and my 
willingness; “ but I had no clothes.” 

And then, instead of turning the part into a girl at¬ 
tendant, in an evil moment the manager bethought him¬ 
self of some wardrobe he had purchased from a broken 
up or down opera manager, and search discovered the 
yellow-plush breeches, coat, and white wig. I put them 
on — the canary was hatched! 

I played the part of two announcements; I walked out 
clear from the hip, like a boy — and I became the utility 
man of the company, and the tormented victim of the 
yellow breeches. 

I was a patient young person and willing to endure 
much for art’s sake, but that wig was too much. Built of 
white horse-hair mounted upon linen, its heat and weight 
were fearful. It had evidently been constructed for a 
big, round, perfectly bumpless head. It came down to 
my very eyebrows on top, and at the sides, instead of 
terminating just at the hair-line above the ear, it swal¬ 
lowed up my ears, covered my temples, and extended 
clear to my eyes, giving me the appearance of being 
harnessed up in large white blinders — like a shying 
horse. In common humanity the manager released me 
from the wig and let me wear powder, but the clutch 
of the yellow breeches remained unbroken. 

As in their opera days (I don’t know what they sang, 
but they were probably in the chorus) they had wan- 



MY YELLOW PLUSH BREECHES 59 

dered through the world, knowing all continental Europe 
and the South Americas, so now they wandered through 
dramatic literature. One night accompanying me on to 
deliver a note to Madame de Pompadour, the next night 
those same yellow breeches and I skipped back to Louis 
XIV., and admitted many lords and ladies, with tongue- 
tying names, to that monarch’s presence, only to skip 
forward again, in a few days, to bring in mail-bags to 
snuffy rural gentry, under almost any of the Georges. 
Though the lace ruffles and jabots of the French period 
might give place to a plain red waistcoat for the Georgian 
English household, the canary breeches were always 
there, ready to burst into song at any moment, to basely 
fire off a button or break a buckle just at the moment of 
my entrance-cue, treacherously suggesting, by their easy 
wrinkling while I stood, that I might just as well sit down 
and rest my tired feet, and the moment I attempted to 
lower myself to a chair, beginning such a mad cracking 
and snapping in every seam as brought me upright with 
a bound and the settled conviction that weariness was 
preferable to public shame. 

I am glad to this day that the stage-door was always 
kept locked, for, had it been open, heaven only knows 
where those cosmopolitan breeches might have taken me 
— they were such experienced travellers that a trip to 
Havana or to the City of Mexico would have struck them 
as a nice little jaunt. 

My pleasantest moments as utility man came to me 
when, in a very brief white cotton Roman shirt and 
sandals, I led the shouts for the supers, who are pro¬ 
verbially dumb creatures before the audience, though 
noisy enough behind the scenes. So all the furious and 
destructive mobs of that season were led on by a little 
whipper-snapper who yelled like a demon with a copper- 
lined throat and then stood about afterward peacefully 
making tatting. 

It must not be thought that I had in the first place a 
monopoly of the small parts; far from it, but the com- 
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pany being rather short of utility people, if the ballet- 
girls could play speaking servants, it not only saved a 
salary or two to the manager, but it was of immense 
advantage to the girls themselves. Then, too, Mr. 
Ellsler was particularly anxious to avoid any charge of 
favoritism; so in the earliest days these little parts were 
given out turn and turn about, without choice or favor 
!L indeed, two or three times my short dress caused me 
to be passed over in favor of long dresses and done-up 
hair. But a few disasters, caused by failure of memory 
or loss of nerve on the part of these competitors, gave 
the pas to me, and it must be remembered that these 
lapses and mishaps, though amusing to recall, were ab¬ 
solutely disastrous at the time, ruining, as they did, the 
scene, if not the entire act, in which they occurred. 

With special vividness I recall the first one of these 
happenings. “ Romeo and Juliet ” was the play, and 
Balthasar the part. I longed for it because, aside from 
his fine speech, he was really quite important and had to 
show tenderness, anxiety, and determination during the 
time Romeo addressed him. I pleaded with my eyes, but 
I could not, dared not speak up and ask for the part, as 
did Annie, who was older than I. The star and prompter 
exchanged a few low-spoken sentences. I caught the 
condemnatory word “ child,” and knew my fate was 
sealed — long skirts and turned-up hair had won. How¬ 
ever, my wound was salved when the page to Paris was 
given me with two lines to speak. 

Now there is no one but Romeo on the stage when 
Balthasar enters, which, of course, gives him great promi¬ 
nence. His first speech, of some fifty or fifty-six words, 
is simply expressed, not at all involved, yet from the mo¬ 
ment Annie received the part she became a broken, terror- 
stricken creature. Many people when nervous bite their 
nails, but Annie, in that state of mind, had a funny habit 
of putting her hand to the nape of her neck and rubbing 
her hair upward. She had a pretty dress of her own, 
but she had to borrow a wig, and, like all borrowed wigs, 
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it failed to fit; it was too small, and at last, when the best 
had been done, its wobbly insecurity must have been 
terrifying. 

The girl’s figure was charming, and as she stood in 
the entrance in her boy’s costume, I remarked: “You 
look lovely, Annie! ” 

Silently she turned her glassy, unseeing eyes toward 
me, while she shifted her weight swiftly from one foot to 
the other, opening and shutting her hands spasmodically. 
Romeo was on, and he joyously declared: 

“ My bosom's lord sits lightly in his throne! ” 

He then described his happy dream — I heard the words: 
“ When but love's shadows are so rich in joy! ” 

And there Annie staggered forward on to the stage. 

“ News from Verona! ” cried Romeo : “ How now, Balthazar ? ” 

Oh, well might he ask “ How now ? ” for, shifting from 
foot to foot, this stricken Balthazar was already feeling 
at the nape of her neck, and instead of answering the 
questions of Romeo about Juliet with the words: 

“ Then she is well, and nothing can be ill, 

Her body sleeps in Capets’ monument. 

And her immortal part with angels lives; 

I saw her laid low in her kindred’s vault, 

And presently took post to tell it you: 

O pardon me for bringing these ill news, 

Since you did leave it for my office, sir,” 

these were the startling statements he made in gulps 
and gasps: 

“ O-Oh, y-yes ! Sh-e’s very well — and nothing’s wrong ; 
[titter from audience, and amazement on Romeo's face] 

H-her immortal parts are in a vault, 

I — I saw them laid there, and come to tell you ! ” 
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Perhaps she would have got to the right words at last, 
but just there the wig, pushed too hard, lurched over on 
one side, giving such a piratical look to the troubled face 
that a very gale of laughter filled the house, and she re¬ 
tired then and there, though in the next speech she should 
have refused to leave Romeo: 

" Pardon me, sir, I will not leave you thus: 

Your looks are pale and wild/' 

yet now, because his looks were red and wild, she left 
without permission, and the enraged instead of grieving 
Romeo had no one to receive his order: 

«-get me ink and paper, 

And hire post horses." 

So when, in his confusion, he went on continuing his 
lines as they were written, and, addressing empty space, 
fiercely bade Balthazar: 


- get thee gone! ” 


and in unintentionally suggestive tones promised: 
a - - I'll be with thee straight! ” 


the audience laughed openly and heartily at the star 
himself. 

“ Yes, sir,” he snorted later on to Mr. Ellsler, “ by 
heaven, sir! they laughed at me — at me! I have’ been 

made ridiculous by your measly little Balthazar _who 

should have been a man, sir! Yes, sir, a man, whom I 
could have chastised for making a fool of himself, sir! 
and a d—d fool of me, sir! ” 

For the real tragedy of that night lay in the wound 
given to the dignity of Mr. F. B. Conway, who played 
a measured and stately Romeo to the handsome and 
mature Juhet of his wife. 
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\W had no veiling Juliets Jtwi then, they were all rather 
advanced, rather nett let 1 in diameter for the reckless child 

of Verona. Hut even lady who played the part declared 
at rehearsal that Shakespeare had hern foolish to make 
Juliet so young — that no woman had learned enough to 
understand ami play her before middle age at least. 

Mrs. Bradshaw, one day, said laughingly to 1 tie: 11 I!y 
your looks yon seemed to disagree with Mrs. Ellsler's 
remarks this morning. Site, too, thinks a woman is not 
fit for Juhet until die has learned much of nature and the 
world/ 1 

" But/* I objected, lamely, *' while they are learning 
mi much about the world they are forgetting such a lot 

about girlhood f ** 

Her laughter confused ami distressed me. ** I can 1 ! 

«*ay it ! ,f i cried, ,s hut von know how* very forward Juliet 
is in xpeeihr If she kneu\ that would become hnaiett 
boldness! It isn't what she kmnvt, bin what she feels 
without knowing that makes the tragedy! M And what 
Mrs. Bradduw meant bv muttering, *' Babes and suck■ 
ling* from the mouths of babes and suckling*/* l could 
in a make on? ; peihups, however, I should sa\ that my 
mate Annie plau d few blank verse parts after Hulilutem 
1 h«*n, one Saturday night, we were all eorrailed bv the 
|#roiii|itn hi foie we i utild depart for home, and weir 
j£fa\rh addressed bv the manage* the whole thing tie 
mg lttdi* toted y suggestive of the reading of the riot art; 
I inf after u minding us that Mr. James K. Mutdoch would 
brgm Iso* engagement on Monday night, that the tv 
Ilea*sal* Would be long and iittjwutattl, he pti weeded to 

I eason the vo v stance «4 our Sunday** rest attd eoiiifott 
•1 hi! siiifge of if ills of some dire mishap threatening the 
§^rnflt man through ns. We rM hanged ^ wondering and 
troubled glames What inttld this mean ? 

Mr. Mlder went on; " Von all know bow precise Mr. 
Murd*« h has always been alwmt >out leadings; how 
reacting abut! wlmr should stand at this word or at 
that; how ijtnckh his impatience of stupidity ban fttiftt 
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into anger; but you probably do not know that since his 
serious sickness he is more exacting than ever and has 
acquired the habit, when much annoyed, of — of — er— 

well, of having a fit.” . . . . 

“ 0-h> ” it was unanimous, the groan that broke from 
our oppressed chests. Stars who gave us fits we were 
used to, but the star who went into fits himself —• good 
heavens! good heavens! 

Rather anxiously, Mr. Ellsler continued: These fits, 
for all I know, may spell apoplexy — any way, he is too 
frail a man to safely indulge in them; so, for heavens 
sake, do nothing to cross him; be on time, be perfect — 
dead letter-perfect in your parts; write out all his direc¬ 
tions if necessary; grin and bear anything, so long as 
he doesn’t have a fit! Good-night.” 

The riot act had been read, the mob dispersed, but the 
nerve of the most experienced was shaken by the pros¬ 
pect of acting a whole week with a gentleman who, at 
any moment, might get mad enough to have a fit. 

Think, then, what must have been the state of mind 
of my other ballet-mate, Hattie, who, in her regular turn, 
had received a small part, but of real importance, and 
who had to address her lines to Mr. Murdoch himself. 
Poor girl, always nervous, this new terror made her 
doubly so. She roused the star’s wrath, even at rehearsal. 

“Speak louder!” (imperatively). “Will you speak 
louder? ” (furiously). “ Perhaps, in the interest of those 
who will be in front to-night, I may suggest that you 
speak loud enough to be heard by — say — the first 
row!” (satirically). Now a calmly controlled body is 
generally the property of a trained actress, not of a raw 
ballet-girl, and Hattie’s restless shifting about and wrig¬ 
gling drove him into such a rage that, to the rest of us, he 
seemed to be trembling with inchoate fits, and I saw the 
property man get his hat and take his stand by the stage- 
door, ready to fly for the doctor, or, as he called him, 
“ the fit sharp.” 

She, too, was to appear as a page. She was to enter 
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hurriedly—always a difficult thing for a beginner to do. 
She was to address Mr. Murdoch in blank verse — a 
more difficult thing — and implore him to come swiftly 
to prevent bloodshed, as a hostile meeting was taking 
place between young Count So-and-so and “ your nephew, 
sir! ” 

This news was to shock the uncle so that he would 
stand dazed for a moment, when the page, looking off 
the stage, should cry: 

“ Ah, you are too late, sir, already their blades are out! 

See how the foils writhe," etc. 

With a cry, the uncle should recover himself, and furi¬ 
ously order the page to 

“-call the watch! ” 

Alas! and alas! when the night, the play, the act, the 
cue came, Hattie, as handsome a boy as you could wish 
to see, went bravely on, as quickly, too, as her terror- 
chilled legs could carry her, but when she got there had 
no word to. say — no, not one! 

In a sort of icy rage, Mr. Murdoch gave her her line, 
speaking very low, of course: 

“ My lord — my lord! I do beseech you haste, 

Else here is murder done! ” 

But the poor girl, past prompting properly, only caught 
wildly at the sense of the speech, and gasped out: 

“ Come on, quick! ” 

She saw his foot tapping with rage — thought his fits 
might begin that way, and madly cried, at the top of 
her voice: 


Be quick — see — see ! publicly they cross their financiers! " 
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then, through the laughter, rushed from the stage, cry¬ 
ing, with streaming tears: “ I don’t care if he has a dozen 
fits! He has just scared the words out of my head with 
them! ” 

And truly, when Mr. Murdoch, trembling with weak¬ 
ness, excitement, and anger, staggered backward, clasp¬ 
ing his brow, everyone thought the dreaded fit had 
arrived. 

Next day he reproachfully informed Mr. Ellsler that 
he could not yet see blank verse and the King’s English 
(so he termed it) murdered without suffering physically 
as well as mentally from the shocking spectacle. That 
he was an old man now, and should not be exposed to 
such tests of temper. 

Yes, as he spoke, he was an old man — pallid, lined, 
weary-faced; but that same night he was young Mira¬ 
bel — in spirit, voice, eye, and movement. Fluttering 
through the play, “ Wine Works Wonders,” in his satins 
and his laces — young to the heart — young with the 
immortal youth of the true artist. 

Both these girls spoke plain prose well enough, and 
always had their share of the parts in modern plays; but, 
as all was grist to my individual mill, most of the blank- 
verse and Shakespearean small characters came to me. 
Nor was I the lucky girl they believed me; there was no 
luck about it. My small success can be explained in two 
words — extra work. When they studied their parts 
they were contented if they could repeat their lines per¬ 
fectly in the quiet of their rooms, and made no allowance 
for possible accidents or annoyances with power to con¬ 
fuse the mind and so cause loss of memory and ensuing 
shame. But I was a careful young person, and would 
not trust even my own memory without first taking every 
possible precaution. Therefore the repeating of my lines 
correctly in my room was but the beginning of my study 
of them. In crossing the crowded street I suddenly de¬ 
manded of myself my lines. At the table, when all were 
:hatting, I again made sudden demand for the same* 
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If on either occasion my heart gave a jump and 
my memory failed to present the exact word, I knew 
I was not yet perfect, and I would ’repeat those lines 
until, had the very roof blown off the theatre at night, 
I should not have missed one. Then only could I turn 
my attention to the acting of them — oh, bless you, yes! 
I quite thought I was acting, and at all events I was 
doing the next best thing, which was trying to act. 

But a change was coming to me, an experience was 
approaching which I cannot explain to myself, neither 
has anyone else explained it for me; but I mention it 
because it made such a different thing of dramatic life 
for me. Aye, such a difficult thing as well. Looking 
back to that time I see that all my childhood, all my 
youth, was crowded into that first year on the stage. 
There I first knew liberty of speech, freedom of motion. 
There I shared in the general brightness and seemed to 
live by right divine, not by the grudging permission of 
some task-mistress of my mother. I had had no youth 
before, for in what should have been babyhood I had 
been a troubled little woman, most wise in misery. In 
freedom my crushed spirits rose with a bound. The 
mimicry, the adaptability of childhood asserted them¬ 
selves — I pranced about the stage happily but thought¬ 
lessly. 

It seems to me I was like a blind puppy, born into 
warmth and comfort and enjoying both, without any fear 
of the things it could not see. As I have said before, I 
knew no fear, I had no ambition, I was just happy, 
blindly happy; and now, all suddenly, I was to exchange 
this freedom of unconsciousness for the slavery of con¬ 
sciousness. 



CHAPTER TENTH 


With Mr. Dan. Setchell I Win Applause — A Strange 
Experience Comes to Me—I Know Both Fear and 
Ambition—The Actress is Born at Last 

M Y manager considered me to have a real gift of 
comedy, and he several times declared that my 
being a girl was a distinct loss to the profession 
of a fine low comedian. 

It was in playing a broad comedy bit that my odd ex¬ 
perience came to me. Mr. Dan. Setchell was the star. 
He was an extravagantly funny comedian, and the laziest 
man I ever saw — too lazy even properly to rehearse his 
most important scenes. He would sit on the prompt table 
— a table placed near the footlights at rehearsal, hold¬ 
ing the manuscript, writing materials, etc., with a chair 
at either end, one for the star, the other for the prompter 
or stage manager — and with his short legs dangling he 
would doze a little through people’s scenes, rousing him¬ 
self reluctantly for his own, but instead of rising, taking 
his place upon the stage, and rehearsing properly, he 
would kick his legs back and forth, and, smiling pleas¬ 
antly, would lazily repeat his lines where he was, adding: 
“ I’ll be on your right hand when I say that, Herbert. 
Oh, at your exit, Ellsler, you’ll leave me in the centre, 
but when you come back you’ll find me down left.” 

After telling James Lewis several times at what places 
he would find him at night, Lewis remarked, in despair: 
“ Well, God knows where you’ll find me at night! ” 
“Oh, never mind, old man,” answered the ever-smil¬ 
ing, steadily kicking Setchell, “ if you’re there, all right; 
if you’re not there, no matter! ” which was not exactly 
flattering. 
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Of course such rehearsals led to many errors at night, 
but Mr. Setchell cleverly covered them up from the 
knowledge of the laughing audience. 

It is hard to imagine that lazy, smiling presence in the 
midst of awful disaster, but he was one of the victims of 
a dreadful shipwreck while making the voyage to Aus¬ 
tralia. Bat-blind to the future, he at that time laughed 
and comfortably shirked his work in the day-time, and 
made others laugh when he did his work at night. 

In one of his plays I did a small part with him — I 
was his wife, a former old maid of crabbed temper. I 
had asked Mr. Ellsler to make up my face for me as an 
old and ugly woman. I wore corkscrew side curls and 
an awful wrapper. I was a fearful object, and when 
Mr. Setchell first saw me he stood silent a moment, then, 
after rubbing his stomach hard, and grimacing, he took 
both my hands, exclaiming: “Oh, you hideous jewel! 
you positively gave me a cramp at just sight of you! 
Go in, little girl, for all you're worth! and do just what 
you please — you deserve the liberty for that make-up! ” 

And goodness knows I took him at his word, and did 
anything that came into my giddy head. Even then I 
possessed that curious sixth sense of the born actress, 
and as a doctor with the aid of his stethoscope can hear 
sounds of grim warning or of kindly promise, while there 
is but the silence to the stander-by, so an actress, with 
that stethoscopic sixth sense, detects even the forming 
emotions of her audience, feeling incipient dissatisfaction 
before it becomes open disapproval, or thrilling at the 
intense stillness that ever precedes a burst of approbation. 

And that night, meeting with a tiny mishap, which 
seemed to amuse the audience, I seized upon it, elaborat¬ 
ing it to its limit, and making it my own, after the man¬ 
ner of an experienced actor. 

There was no elegant comedy of manners in the scene, 
understand, it was just the broadest farce, and it con¬ 
sisted of the desperate effort of a hen-pecked husband to 
assert himself and grasp the reins of home government, 
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which resolved itself at last into a scolding-match, in 
which each tried to talk the other down — with what re- 
suit you will know without the telling’. 

The stage was set for a morning-room, with a table 
in the centre, spread with breakfast for two; a chair at 
either side and, as it happened, a footstool by mine. His 
high silk hat and some papers, also, were upon the table. 
For some unexplainable cause the silk hat has always 
been recognized, both by auditor and actor, as a legiti¬ 
mate object of fun-making, so when I, absent-mindedly, 
dropped all my toast-crusts into that shining receptacle, 
the audience expressed its approval in laughter, and so 
started me on my downward way, for that was my own 
idea and not a rehearsed one. When my husband mourn¬ 
fully asked if “ There was not even one hot biscuit to 
be had?” I deliberately tried each one with the back of 
my knuckles, and remarking, “Yes, here is just one,” 
which was the correct line in the play, I took it myself, 
which was not in the play, and so went on till the scold¬ 
ing-match was reached. 

In my first noisy speech I meant to stamp my foot, but 
by accident I brought it down upon the footstool. The 
people laughed, I saw a point — I lifted the other foot 
and stood upon the stool. By the twinkle in Mr. Setchell’s 
eye, as well as by the laughter in front, I knew I was 
on the right track. 

He roared — he lifted his arms above his head, and 
in my reply, as I raised my voice, I mounted from the 
stool to the seat of the chair. He seized his hat, and 
with the toast-crusts falling about his face and ears, 
jammed it on his head, while in my last speech, with my 
voice at its highest screech, I lifted my foot and firmly 
planted it upon the very breakfast-table. 

It was enough—the storm broke from laughter to 
applause. Mr. Setchell had another speech — one of re¬ 
signed acceptance of second place, but as the applause 
continued, he knew it would be an anti-climax, and he 
signalled the prompter to ring down the curtain. 
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Bin l _ I knew he ought to $j>eak. I was frightened, 

tears filled my eyes, 41 What is it? M I whispered, as I 
Matted to get down, 

** Stand still,” he sharply answered, then added: 44 It's 

ymi, you funny little idiot i you've made a hit that's 
and the curtain fell ktween us and the laughing 
crowd in front, 

Tlie prompter started for me instantly from his cor¬ 
ner, exclaiming, in his anger; " Well, of all the cheeky 
devilment I ever heard or saw —" lint Mr, Setehell had 

liifii by the arm in a second, crying: €l Hold on, old man! 

I gave her leave — she had my jiermission! Oh, good 

lUtfdi did you see that ascent of stool, chair, and table? 

eh ? ha! fta 1 ha! ” 

1 Hood trembling like a jelly in a hot day. Mr. Setehell 

laid; ” Don't be frightened, my girl! that applause was 
for you I Yon won't In* fined fir scolded — you've made 
a hit, that's all f *’ and he patted me kindly on the shoul¬ 
der an*! broke again into fat laughter. 

1 writ! to my room, I sat down with my head in my 
hands, limit drops of sweat came out on my temples. 
My hands were icy cold* my month was dry, that ap¬ 
plause rang in my ears. A cold terror seized upon me 
— a terror of what, the public ? 

Ah, a tender mouth was bitted and bridled at last! the 
reins were in the hands of the public, aiut it would drive 
me ' - where? 

The public! the public! I had never feared it before, 
because I had never realized iN jxtwcr, If 1 pleased, 
well and good. If I displeased it, I should be driven 
forth from the dramatic Kdrtt I loved, in which I Ituped 
h* learn so many tilings theatrical and to become very 
wm\ and I should wander all my life in the stony itlarri 
of jiovrriy and dmpjiomtmeut f I clenched my hands 
and writhed in misery at the thought I seemed a gift! 
l« hear that applause,' winch had Item fur mr ■ - my very 
self! and I thrilled at its wild sweetness. Ah, tltr jitililk! 
it could make of it could ttiar my whole life. Mighty 
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monster, without mercy ! The great many-headed creat¬ 
ure, all jewelled over with fierce, bright eyes, with count¬ 
less’ ears a-strain for error of any kind 1 That beat the 
perfumed air with its myriad hands when pleased — 
when pleased 1 A strange, great stillness seemed to close 
about me; something murmured: “ In the future, in the 
dim future, a woman may cause this many-headed mon¬ 
ster you fear to think as one mind, to feel as one heart! 
Then the bit and bridle will be changed — that woman 
will hold the reins and will drive the public 1 ” At which 
I broke into shrill laughter, in spite of flowing tears. 
Two women came in, one said: “ Why, what on earth’s 
the matter? Have they blown you up for your didoes 
to-night? What need you care, you pleased the audi¬ 
ence? ” But another said, quietly: “Just get a glass of 
water for her, she has a touch of hysteria — I wonder 
who caused it ? ” 

But I only thought of that woman of the dim future, 
who was to conquer the public — who was she ? 

Why that round of applause should have so shattered 
my happy confidence I cannot understand, but the fact 
remains that from that night I never faced a new audience, 
or attempted a new part, without suffering a nervous ter¬ 
ror that sometimes but narrowly escaped collapse. 



CHAPTER ELEVENTH 


My Promiscuous Reading wins me a Glass of Soda—The 
Stage takes up my Education and Leads me through 
Many Pleasant Places. 

I SUPPOSE it sounds absurd to say that during 
those first seasons, with choruses, dances, and small 
parts to learn, with rehearsals every day and ap¬ 
pearances every night, I was getting an education. 

But that depends upon your definition of the word. If 
it means to you schooling, special instruction, and for¬ 
mal training, then my claim is absurd; but if it means 
information, cultivation of the intellectual powers, en¬ 
lightenment, why then my claim holds good, my state¬ 
ment stands, I was getting an education. And let me 
say the stage is a delightful teacher; she never wearies 
you with sameness or drives you to frenzy with iteration. 
No deadly-dull text-book stupefies you with lists of bare, 
bald dates, dryly informing you that someone was born 
in 1208, mounted the throne in 1220, died in 1258, and 
was succeeded by someone or other who reigned awhile 
— really you can't remember how long, and don't much 
care. There's nothing in figures for the memory to cling 
to. But no one can forget that Edward V. was born in 
1470, because he is such a tragic little figure, only thir¬ 
teen years old and of scant two months reign, because 
there was the Tower and there the crafty, usurping Duke 
of Gloster eager for his crown. 

Perhaps people would remember that Edward III. was 
born in 1312 and was succeeded by his grandson, Rich¬ 
ard, if they were told at the same moment that he was 
father to that superb Black Prince, beloved alike of poet, 
painter, and historian. 
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Now to be a good actress and do intelligent work, one 
should’thoroughly understand the play and its period in 
history, as the mainspring of its action is often political. 
To be able to do that requires a large fund of general 
information. That I had from my very babyhood been 
a reckless reader, came about from necessity — I had no 
choice, I simply read every single thing m print that my 
greedy hands closed upon; the results of this promiscu¬ 
ous reading, ranging from dime novels to Cowper, were 
sometimes amusing. One day, I remember, an actress 
was giving a very excited account of a street accident 
she lad witnessed. Her colors were lurid, and some of 
her hearers received her tale coldly. “ Oh! ” she cried, 
“such an awful crowd —a mob, you know —a perfect 

m< ^Oh, nonsense! ” contradicted another, “ there couldn’t 
have been a mob, there are not people enough in that 
street to make a mob 1 ” 

Then I mildly but firmly remarked: “Oh, yes, there 
are, for you know that legally three’s a mob and two’s 
a crowd.” 

A shout of laughter followed this bit of information. 
“How utterly absurd!” cried one. “Well, of all the 
ridiculous ideas I ever heard! ” laughed another. And 
then, suddenly, dear old Uncle Dick (Mr. Richard Stev¬ 
ens and player of old men, to be correct) came to my 
support, and, with the authority of a one-time barrister, 
declared my statement to be perfectly correct. 

“ But where, in the name of Heaven, did you get your 
information?” 

" Oh,” I vaguely replied, “ I just read it somewhere." 

“That’s a rather broad statement,” remarked Uncle 
Dick; “ you don’t give your authority, page and line, I 
observe. Well, see here, now, Clara mia, in whatever 
field you found that one odd fact, you certainly gleaned 
others there, so if you can produce, at once, three other 
legal statements, I will treat you to soda-water after 
rehearsal.” 
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Oh, the delicious word was scarcely over his lips when 
I was wildly searching my memory, and presently, very 
doubtfully, offered the statement: “ It is a fraud to con¬ 
ceal a fraud.” 

But Uncle Dick gravely and readily accepted it. An¬ 
other search, and then joyfully I announced: “ Contracts 
made with minors, lunatics, or drunkards are void.” 

A shout of laughter broke from the kind old man's 
lips, but he accepted that, too. Oh, almost I could hear 
the cool hiss of the soda — but now not another thing 
could I find. My face fell, my heart sank. Hitherto I 
had been thinking of papers, now I frantically ran through 
stories. Suddenly I cried: “A lead-pencil signature 
stands in law.” 

But, alas! Uncle Dick hesitated — my authority was 
worthless. Oh, dear! oh, dear! was I to lose my treat, 
just for lack of a little legal knowledge? Sadly I re¬ 
marked, “ I guess I'll have to give it up, unless — un¬ 
less you'll take: ‘ Principals are responsible for their 
agents,' ” and, with pleasure beaming in his kind old eyes, 
he accepted it. 

Ah, I can taste that vanilla soda yet — and, what is 
more, the old gentleman took the trouble to find out about 
the legality of the lead-pencil signature; and, as my 
statement had been correct, he took great pains to make 
the fact known to all who had heard him question it, and 
he added to my little store of knowledge, “ that a con¬ 
tract made on Sunday would not stand,” which, by the 
way, later on, saved me from a probably painful experi¬ 
ence. 

I mention this to show that even my unadvised read¬ 
ing had not been absolutely useless, I had learned a little 
about a variety of things; but now, plays continually 
presented new subjects to me to think and read about; 
thus “ Venice Preserved ” set me wild to find out what 
a Doge was, and why Venice was so adored by her sons, 
and I straightway obtained a book about the wonderful 
city — whose commerce, power of mart and merchant 
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may have departed, but whose mournful beauty is but 
hallowed by her weakness. 

So many plays were produced, representing so many 
periods, so many countries, I don’t know how I should 
have satisfied my craving for the books they led me to 
had not the Public Library opened just then. I was so 
proud and happy the day my mother surprised me with 
half the price of a membership, and happier yet when I 
had the right to enter there and browse right and left, up 
and down, nibbling here, feeding long and contentedly 
there. Oh, the delight of reading one book, with two 
or three others in my lap; ’twas the pleasure of plenty, 
new to one who could have spelled “ economy ” in her 
sleep. 

Then, again, if it is the Stage that is making you read, 
you have to keep your eyes wide open and take note of 
many things. Some girls read just for the sake of the 
story, they heed nothing but that, they are even guilty 
of the impertinence of “ skipping,” “ to get to the story 
more quickly, you know.” But if you are on the stage 
you understand, for instance, that different kinds of fur¬ 
niture are used for different periods and for different 
countries; so even the beginner knows, when she sees 
the heavy old Flemish pieces of furniture standing on 
the stage in the morning, that no modern play is on that 
night, and is equally sure that the bringing out of the 
high tile-stove means a German interior is in prepara¬ 
tion. Therefore, if you read for the stage, you watch 
carefully, not only Sir Thomas’s doings, but his surround¬ 
ings. If his chair or desk or sideboard is described, 
you make a note of the “ heavily carved wood,” or the 
“ inlaid wood,” or the “ boule,” or whatever it may be, 
and then you note the date of the story, and you say to 
yourself: “ Ah, such and such furniture belongs to such 
a date and country.” 

I once heard the company expressing their shocked 
amazement over the velvet robes of some Macbeth . I 
could not venture to ask them why it was so dreadful. 
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but later I found some paper stating that velvet was first 
known in the fifteenth century, and was confined to the 
use of the priests or high ecclesiastical authorities — and 
my mind instantly grasped the horror of the older actors 
at seeing Macbeth swathed in velvet in the grim, almost 
barbaric Scotland of about 1012; for surely it was a 
dreadful thing for an actor to wear velvet four hundred 
years ahead of its invention. 

You never know just where the Stage is going to lead 
you in your search for an education; only one thing you 
may be sure of, it will not keep you very long to any one 
straight road, but will branch off in this direction or in 
that, taking up some side issue, as it seems, like this mat¬ 
ter of furniture, and lo, you presently find it is becoming 
a most important and interesting subject, well worth care¬ 
ful study. You come to believe you could recognize the 
workmanship of the great cabinet-makers at sight. You 
learn to shrink from misapplied ornament, you learn 
what gave rise to the “ veneering reign-of-terror,” you 
bow at the name of Chippendale, and are filled with won¬ 
der by the cinque-cento extravagance of beauty. You find 
yourself tracing the rise and fall of dynasties through 
the chaste beauty or the over-ornamentation of their 
cabinet work. If all that Sir Henry Irving knows on 
this subject could be crowded into a single volume, the 
book would have at least one fault — ’twould be of most 
unwieldy size. 

Then holding you by the hand the Stage may next lead 
you through the green and bosky places that the poets 
loved, and, having had your eyes opened to natural beau¬ 
ties, lo! you go down another lane, and you are learning 
about costumes, and’ suddenly you discover that “ sump¬ 
tuary laws ” once existed, confining the use of furs, vel¬ 
vets, laces, etc., to the nobility. Fine woollens and linens, 
and gold and silver ornaments being also reserved for the 
privileged orders. That the extravagant young maids and 
beaux of the lower class who indulged in yellow starched- 
ruff, furred mantle, or silver chain were made to pay a 
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cruel price for their folly in aping their betters. So it 
was well for me to make a note of the date of the “ sump¬ 
tuary law,” that I might not some day outrageously over¬ 
dress a character. 

It is a delightful study, that of costume — to learn how 
to drape the toga, how to hang the peplum; to under¬ 
stand the meaning of a bit of ribbon in the hair, whether 
as arranged in the three-banded fillet of the Grecian girl 
or as the snood of the Scottish lassie; to know enough 
of the cestus and the law governing its wearing, not to 
humiliate yourself in adopting it on improper occasions; 
to have at least a bowing acquaintance with all foot-gear, 
from sandals down to an Oxford tie; to be able to scat¬ 
ter your puffed, slashed, or hanging sleeves over the 
centuries, with their correct accompanying, small-close, 
large-round, or square-upstanding ruffs. Why the mere 
detail of girdles and hanging pouches, from distant 
queens down to “ Faust’s ” Gretchen, was a joy in itself. 

Then a girl who played pages, and other young boys, 
was naturally anxious to know all about doublets, trunks, 
and hpse, as well as Scottish “philibeg and sporran.” 
And wigs ? I used to wonder if anyone could ever learn 
all about wigs — and I’m wondering yet. 

But as one studies the coming and going of past fash¬ 
ions in garments, it is amusing to note their influence 
upon the cabinet-makers, as it is expressed in the chang¬ 
ing shape of their chairs. For instance: when panniers 
developed into farthingale and monstrous hoop, chairs, 
high and narrow, widened, lowered their arms — dropped 
them entirely, making indeed a fair start toward our own 
great easy-chair of to-day. 

I remember well what a jump my heart gave when in 
rooting about among materials — their weaves and dyes 
— I came upon the term “ samite.” It’s a word that always 
thrills me, “ samite, mystic, wonderful.” Almost I was 
afraid to read what might follow; but I need not have 
* hesitated, since the statement was that “ samite ” was 
supposed to have been a delicate web of silk and gold 



THE STAGE AS EDUCATOR 79 

or silver thread. How beautiful such a combination must 
have been — white silk woven with threads of silver 
might well become “ mystic, wonderful,” when wrapped 
about the chill, high beauty of an Arthur’s face. 

But hie and away, to armor and arms! for she would 
be but a poorly equipped actress who had no knowledge 
of sword and buckler, of solid armor, chain-mail, rings 
of metal on velvet, or of plain leather jerkin — of scimi¬ 
tar, sword, broadsword, foil, dagger, dirk, stiletto, creese. 

Oh, no! don’t pull your hand away if the Stage wants 
to lead you among arms and armor for a little while; be 
patient, for by and by it will take you up, up into the 
high, clear place where Shakespeare dwells, and there 
you may try your wings and marvel at the pleasure of 
each short upward flight, for the loving student of Shakes¬ 
peare always rises — never sinks. Your power of insight 
grows clearer, stronger, and as you are lifted higher and 
higher on the wings of imagination, more and more widely 
opens the wonderful land beneath, more and more clearly 
the voices of its people reach you. You catch their words 
and you treasure them, and by and by, through much 
loving thought, you comprehend them, after which you 
can no longer be an uneducated woman, since no man’s 
wisdom is superior to Shakespeare’s, and no one gives 
of his wisdom more lavishly than he. 

Therefore, while a regular school-education is a thing 
to be thankful for, the actress who has been denied it need 
not despair. If she be willing to work, the Stage will edu¬ 
cate her — nor will it curtly turn her away at the end 
of a few years, telling her her “ term ” is ended. I clung 
tightly to its hand for many a year, and was taken a 
little way through music’s halls, loitered for a time be¬ 
fore the easel, and even made a little rush at a foreign 
language to help me to the proper pronunciation of names 
upon the stage; and no man, no woman all that time 
rose up to call me ignorant. So I give all thanks and all 
honor to the profession that not only fed and clothed 
me, but educated me too! 



CHAPTER TWELFTH 

The Peter Richings’ Engagement brings me my First 
Taste of Slander—Anent the Splendor of my Ward¬ 
robe, also my First Newspaper Notice. 

I REMEMBER particularly that second season, be¬ 
cause it brought to me the first taste of slander, my 
first newspaper notice, and my first proposal of 
marriage. The latter being, according to my belief, the 
natural result of lengthening my skirts and putting up 
my hair — at all events, it was a part of my education. 

Of course the question of wardrobe was a most im¬ 
portant one still. I had done very well, so far as peasant 
dresses of various nationalities were concerned; I had 
even acquired a page's dress of my own, but I had no 
ball-dress, nothing but a plain, skimpy white muslin 
gown, which I had outgrown; for I had gained surpris¬ 
ingly in height with the passing year. And, lo! the re¬ 
port went about that Mr. Peter Richings and his daugh¬ 
ter Caroline were coming in a fortnight, and they would 
surely do their play “ Fashion," in which everyone was 
on in a dance; and I knew everyone would bring out 
her best for that attraction, for you must know that 
actresses in a stock company grade their costumes by the 
stars, and only bring out the very treasures of their ward¬ 
robes on state occasions. I was in great distress; one 
of my mates had a genuine silk dress, the other owned 
a bunch of artificial gold grapes, horribly unbecoming, 
stiff things, but, mercy, gold grapes! who cared whether 
they were becoming or not? Were they not gorgeous 
(a lady star had given them to her) ? And I would have 
to drag about, heavy-footed, in a skimpy muslin! 

But in the company there was a lady who had three 
80 
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filing little children. She was the singing snuhrette 
name Mrs, James Dickson). One of her babies tie- 

* sick, and 1 sometimes did small bits of shopping 


! excited over the destruction of one of a set of fine 
> lace curtains. The nursemaid had carelessly set it 
fire. Of course Mrs, Dickson would have to buy two 

re curtains to replace them ; and now, with the odd 
‘ in her hand, she started toward her trunk, paused 
t fitfully* anti finally said to me: “ Could you use this 
tain for some small window or something, Clara?” 
it her very first word a darling jKissifiility presented 
If to my mind. With hunting cheeks, I answered: 
►h, ves, ma'am, I —«1 can use it, hut not at a window, 
f afraid.” Her fionnie face flashed into smiles, 

All right; take it along, then 1 M she cried, 41 and do 
at you like with it. Ifs only heen up two days, and 
not a mark on it/* 

fairly Hew from the house. 1 sang, its I made my 
f uptown to buy several yards of rose-pink pafirr 
tfirsc and a half garland of Axnerican-made artificial 

rs. Then 1 sjhhI home and, ttefiind kicked dooix mca*» 
tj ami cut and *nip|tecl» and, regardless of (xissibie 

iilrnt, field about a gilt of pins in my mouth while 1 
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pretty, cheap little gown I was so happy over attracted 
the attention of a woman whose whisper meant scandal, 
whose lifted brow was an innuendo, whose drooped lid 
was an accusation. Like a carrion bird she fed best upon 
corruption. Thank Heaven! this cruel creature, hated 
by the men, feared by the women, was not an actress, but 
through mistaken kindness she had been made wardrobe 
woman, where, as Mr. Ellsler once declared, she spent 
her time in ripping up and destroying the reputation of 
his actors instead of making and repairing their ward¬ 
robes. 

That nothing was too small to catch her pale, cold eye 
is proved by the fact that even a ballet-girl's dress re¬ 
ceived her attention. Next day, after the play “ Fash¬ 
ion " had been done, this woman was saying: “ That 
girl's mother had better be looking after her conduct, 
I think!" 

“Why, what on earth has Clara done?" asked her 
listener. 

“ Done!" she cried, “ didn't you see her flaunting her¬ 
self around the stage last night in silks and laces no hon¬ 
est girl could own? Where did the money come from 
that paid for such finery?" 

A few days later a woman who boarded in the house 
favored by the mischief-maker happened to meet Mrs. 
Dickson, happily for me, and said, en passant: “ Which 
one of your ballet-girls is it who has taken to dressing 
with so much wicked extravagance ? I wonder Mrs. Ells¬ 
ler don't notice it." 

Now Mrs. Dickson was Scotch, generous, and “ unco " 
quick-tempered, and after she had put the inquiring friend 
right, she visited her wrath upon the originator of the 
slander in person, and verily the Scottish burr was on 
her tongue, and her “ r's " rolled famously while she ex¬ 
plained the component parts of that extravagant costume: 

•ow curtain — her gift — and paper cambric and ar¬ 
tificial flowers to the cost of one dollar and seventy-five 
cents; “and you'll admit," she cried, “that even the 
purse of a gude lass' can stand sic a strain as that; 
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ami what's mair, you wicked woman, had the girl lieen 
worst* dressed than the others, you would ha* been the 
first to call attention to her as slovenly and careless.” 

This was the first drop of scandal expressed especially 
for me, and 1 not only found the taste bitter™ very bit- 
ter —lint learned that it had wonderful jaiwers of ex¬ 
pansion, and that the odor it gives off is rather pleasant 
in the nostrils of everyone save its object* 

Mrs. J >iekson, who, by the way, is still doing good 
work professionally, has doubtless forgotten the entire 
incident, curtain anti all, hut she never will forget the 
bonnie baby-girl she lost that summer, ami she will re- 
manlier me because f loved the little cine ~ that's a 
mother's way. 

Mr. Peter B. Kidlings was that joy of the actor's heart 
— a character. He had iieen accounted a very fine actor 

in Ids duv, but lie was a very old man when I saw him, 
and his power* weie much impaired. Six feet tall, high- 

featttfed, Roman nosed, elegantly dressed; a term from 
bvgone days and not disrespect fully used — describes 
him pri fatly: he was an M old flttckf " 

Hih immeasurable pride made him hide n stiffening 
of the joints tinder the forced jauntiness of his step, while 
a trembling of the head became in him only a sort of 
debonair senility at wot st, Arrogant, abort‘tempered, 
and a veritable martinet, hr nevertheless jMissesicd an 
unbending dignity and a certain erabfrd eonrtIiness of 
manner very suggestive of the snuff Ihix and ruffle period 
of i hundred years before, 

llh daughter, by adoption, was the object of Mtt tin 
qualified worship' - no other word cun jwissibly exjtfefw 
his attitude toward her. Mo heavenly choir could have 
charmed him as she did when she sang* while her intel¬ 
lectual head and marble cold face seemed beaut* fill be- 
ynitd riiitifiiirr in Im ryes, Really it was worth going fir 
to ter him walk through a qititdiillr with her, Mia how 
mm a thing for voung actors to dmam of, while with 
trembling head, held high in air, he advanced and re* 
treated, executing antiquated “ steps ** with a grace that 
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deprived them of comicality, while his air of arrogant 
superiority changed instantly to profound homage when¬ 
ever in the movement of the figures he met his daughter. 

His pronunciation of her name was as a flourish of 
trumpets — Car-o-line! Each syllable distinct, the “C” 
given with great fulness, and the emphasis on the first 
syllable when pleased, but heavily placed upon the last 
when he was annoyed. 

He was unconscionably vain of his likeness to Wash¬ 
ington, and there were few Friday nights, this being con¬ 
sidered the fashionable evening of the week, that he failed 
to present his allegorical picture of Washington receiv¬ 
ing the homage of the States, while Miss Richings, as 
Columbia, sang the “ Star-Spangled Banner,” the States 
joining in the chorus. 

In this tableau the circular opening in the flat, backed 
by a sky-drop and with blue clouds hanging about the 
opening, represented heaven. And here, at an elevation, 
Washington stood at the right, with Columbia and her 
flag on his left, while the States, represented by the ladies 
of the company, stood in lines up and down the stage, 
quite outside of heaven. 

Now a most ridiculous story anent Mr. Richings and 
this heaven of his was circulating through the entire 
profession. Some of our company refused to believe it, 
declaring it a mere spiteful skit against his well-known 
exclusiveness; but that gentleman who had wished to 
send me for an “Ibid,” being an earnest seeker after 
knowledge, determined to test the truth of the story. 
Therefore, after we had been carefully rehearsed in the 
music and had been informed by the star that only 
Car-O-line and himself were to stand back of that sky¬ 
like opening, this “inquiring” person gave one of the 
extra girls fifty cents to go at night before the curtain 
rose and take her stand on the forbidden spot. She took 
the money and followed directions exactly, and when Mr. 
Richings, as Washington, made his pompous way to the 
stage, he stood a moment in speechless wrath, and then, 
trembling with anger, -he stamped his foot, and waving 



FIRST NEWSPAPER NOTICE % 

his arm, cried: " Go a~way! Go a**wayf you very pre¬ 
suming young person; this is heaven, and I told you 
this morning that only my daughter Card Mine and I 
could jMJSsihly stand in heaven 1 n 

It was nnnigh; the ** inquiring one ,f was rolling about 
with joy at his work. lie had taken a rise out of the old 
gentleman and proved the truth of the story which had 
gone abroad in the land as to this claim of all heaven 
for himself and his Card Mine. 

I naturally remember these stars with great dearness, 
since it was for a small part in one of their plays that 
I received my first newspaper notice. Imagine my in- 



CHAPTER THIRTEENTH 


Mr. Roberts Refers to Me as “ That Young Woman,” 
to My Great Joy—I Issue the a Clara Code ”—I 
Receive my First Offer of Marriage. 

M Y mother, moved at last by my highly colored 
accounts of the humiliations brought upon me 
by the shortness of my skirts, consented to 
their lengthening, and though I knew she had meant 
them to stop at my shoe-tops, I basely allowed a mis¬ 
understanding to arise with the dress-maker, through 
which my new dress came home the full length of the 
grown-ups, and though my conscience worried me a bit, 
I still snatched a fearful joy from my stolen dignity, and 
many a day I walked clear up to Superior Street that I 
might slowly pass the big show-windows and enjoy the 
reflection therein of my long dress-skirt. Of course I 
could not continue to wear my hair a la pigtail, and that 
went up in the then fashionable chignon. 

Few circumstances in my life have given me such un¬ 
alloyed satisfaction as did my first proposal of marriage. 
I should, however, be more exact if I spoke of an “ at¬ 
tempted proposal/' for it was not merely interrupted, but 
was simply mangled out of all likeness to sentiment or 
romance. The party of the first part in this case was 
Mr. Frank Murdoch, who later on became the author of 
“ Davy Crockett/' the play that did so much toward the 
making and the unmaking of the reputation of that brill¬ 
iant actor, the late Frank Mayo. He was the adoring 
elder brother of that successful young Harry Murdoch 
who was to meet such an awful fate in the Brooklyn 
Theatre fire. Neither of them, by the way, were born 
to the name of Murdoch ; they were the son§ gf James 

86 
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R/& siller* and when, In spite of his advice and warning, 
they decided to become actors, they added insult to in¬ 
jury, as it were, by dentan in^ of him the me* of his 

name ™ their own being a particularly unattractive one 


i trade-mark, and quite mult 


voting fellows who had yet to prove their individual per¬ 
sona! worth. 

Frank was very young — indeed, our united ages 
would have hardy reached thirty-six. He had gtxxl 
height, a good figure, and an air of gentle breeding; 
otherwise lie was unattractive, and yet he bore a itrik- 


hcari, but being extremely sensitive as to hm personal 

defects lie was often led into hursts of temjier, during 
which hr frequently indulged in the most childish follies, 
These outbreak* were always brief, and ever b flowed 
by deep contrition, so that lie was generally regarded as 
a v#t\ clever, spoiled child. 

l # iM»r boy! Ins life was as sad as it was short. There 
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of us at once. He had a veritable passion for poetry, 
and with me he felt free to bring out his beautiful hobby 
to mount and ride and ride, with some of the great poets 
up behind and me for applauding audience. When he 
wanted me to know some special poem he bought it for 
me if he could; but if he was short of money, he care¬ 
fully copied out its every line, tied the manuscript neatly 
up with ribbon, and presented the poem in that form. I 
came across a copy of “ Maud Muller ” the other day 
in Frank’s clear, even handwriting. The paper was yel¬ 
low, the ribbon faded. Frank is gone, Whittier is gone, 
but “ Maud Muller ” lives on in her immortal youth and 
pain. 

But the morning when he first brought and offered 
me a chair was nothing less than an epoch in my life. 
At first I regarded the act as an aspersion on my 
strength — a doubt cast upon my ability to obtain a seat 
for myself. Then, as I glanced frowningly into his face, 
I suddenly realized that it was meant as a mark of con¬ 
sideration— the courtesy a man shows a woman. A 
glow of satisfaction spread through my being. I hated 
to rise, I was so afraid the thing might never happen to 
me again. I need not have worried, however, as I was 
soon to receive a more impressive proof of his considera¬ 
tion for my welfare. 

One of the most unpleasant experiences in the life of 
a young actress is her frightened lonely rush through the 
city streets at twelve o’clock at night to reach her board¬ 
ing-house and claim sanctuary. I doubt if even a Una 
and her lion could pass unmolested through those streets 
dotted with all-night “ free and easys,” where, by the way, 
nothing is free but the poisonous air, and nothing easy 
but the language. At all events from my own varied and 
unpleasant experiences, and from the stories of others, 
I had first drawn certain deductions, then I had pro¬ 
ceeded to establish certain rules for the guidance and 
direction of any girl who was so unfortunate as to be 
forced to walk abroad unattended at night. These rules 




t <\ when some wanderer of the night uncere- 

,^ly addressed them, 

i not remember all those rules now, since for these 
e*ars God hats granted me a protector, but from the 
•an recall 1 am convinced that their principal ob¬ 
its to gain plenty of leeway for the jiersmited 
s rajas No. 3 sternly forbade her ever, ever to 
tween two advancing men™at night, of course, 
dilerstood — lest they might seize hold of and so 
% her to death. She was advised never to permit 
to take the inside of the walk when meeting a 
r, who might thus crowd her against the house 
tiff her chance to run. Never to pass the open-* 
;:iii alley-way without placing the entire width of 
H l**twren her and it, and always to keep her eves 
?* she crossed. Never to let any man pass her 
rlititd on the outside was insisted on* indeed she 
take to the street itself first She was not to 


a drunken man, no matter what might he the 
t ti his siMwlt She was not to scream — if she 
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The kindest old drake of the farm-pond, the most pom¬ 
pously harmless gobbler of the buckwheat-field becomes 
a vulture beneath the midnight street-light. A man who 
would shoot for being called a blackguard between seven 
o'clock in the morning and twelve at night, often be¬ 
comes one after midnight. It is frequently said that 
“ words break no bones/' but let a young girl pass alone 
through the city streets a few nights and she will prob¬ 
ably hear words that, drowning her in shamed blushes, 
will go far toward breaking her pride, if not her bones. 
Men seem to be creatures of very narrow margin — they 
so narrowly escape being gods, and they so much more 
narrowly escape being animals. Under the sunlight, 
man, made in the image of God, lifts his face heaven¬ 
ward and walks erect; under the street-lamps of mid¬ 
night he is stealthy, he prowls, he is a visible destruction! 
You think I exaggerate the matter? Do not; I speak 
from experience. And, what is more, at that time I had 
not yet learned what the streets of New York could pro¬ 
duce after midnight. 

But on the night after the chair episode, Frank Mur¬ 
doch heard one of the girls say she had used the Clara 
Code very successfully the night before, when two 
drunken men had reeled out of an alley, who would have 
collided with her had she not followed the rule and kept 
the whole sidewalk between them. He stood at the door 
as I came down-stairs, and as soon as I reached him he 
asked, sharply: “Do you go home alone of nights?" 

“ Yes," I answered. 

“ Good God!" he muttered. 

After a pause I looked up at him, and met his eyes 
shining wet and blue through two tears. “ Oh," I hastily 
added, “ there's nothing to be afraid of." 

“ I wish I could agree with you," he answered. “ Tell 
me," he went on, “ have you ever been annoyed by any¬ 
one ? " 

My eyes fell, I knew I was growing red. 

“Good God!" he said again, then, suddenly, he or- 



“ COCKY ” ROBERTS 


9 1 

dered: “ Give me that bag — you’ll not go through these 
streets alone again while I am here! Never mind the 
distance. I don’t see why you can’t take my arm/’ 

And thus I found myself for the first time escorted by 
a gentleman, and after my hot embarrassment wore off 
a bit, I held my head very high and languidly allowed 
my skirt to trail in the dust, and said to myself: “ This 
is like a real grown-up — surely they can’t call me ‘ child ’ 
much longer now.” 

The star playing with us just then was a tragedian, 
but he was a very little man, whose air of alertness, even 
of aggressiveness, had won for him the title of “ Cocky ” 
Roberts. He wore enormously high heels, he had thick 
cork soles on the outside and thick extra soles on the 
inside of all his boots and shoes. His wigs were slightly 
padded at their tops — everything possible was done for 
a gain in height, while all the time he was sputtering and 
swearing at what he called “ this cursed cult of legs! ” 

“ Look at ’em! ” he snorted — for he did snort like a 
horse when he was angry, as he often was, at the theatre 
at least. “ Look at ’em, Ellsler; there’s Murdoch, Proc¬ 
tor, Davenport, all gone to legs, damn ’em, and calling 
themselves actors! * You don’t look for brains in a man’s 
legs, do you ? No! no! it’s the cranium that tells! Yes, 
blast ’em! Let ’em come here and match craniums with 
me, that they think it smart to call ' Cocky ’! They’re a 
lot of theatrical tongs — all legs and no heads! ” 

And yet the poor, fuming little man, with his exag¬ 
gerated strut, would have given anything short of his 
life, to have added even a few inches to his anatomy, the 
brevity of which was quite forgotten by the public when 
he gave his really brilliant and pathetic performance of 
“ Belphegor,” one of the earliest of the so-called “ emo¬ 
tional” plays. 

I have a very kindly remembrance of that fretful little 
star, because when they were discussing the cast of a 
play, one of those tormenting parts turned up that are 
of great importance to the piece, but of no importance 
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themselves. Capable actresses refuse to play them, and 
incapable ones create havoc in them. This one had al¬ 
ready been refused, when Mr. Roberts suddenly ex¬ 
claimed: “Who was it made those announcements last 
night? She spoke with beautiful distinctness; let that 
young woman have the part, she’ll do it all right.” 

Oh, dear Mr. Roberts! never “ Cocky ” to me! Oh, 
wise little judge! how I did honor him for those precious 
words: “ Let that young woman have the part.” That 
“young woman! I could have embraced him for very 
gratitude —a part and the term “young woman,” and 
since, as my old washerwoman used to say, u it never 
rains but it pours,” while these two words were still mak¬ 
ing music in my ears, by some flash of intuition I realized 
that I was being courted by Frank. The discovery filled 
me with the utmost satisfaction. I gave no thought to 
him, in a sentimental way, either then or ever; quite 
selfishly I thought only of my own gain in dignity and 
importance, for I started out in life with the old-fashioned 
idea that a man honored a woman by his courtship, and 
I knew naught of the lover who “ loves and rides away.” 
Yet in a few days the curious cat-like instinct of the un¬ 
conscious coquette awakened in me, and I began very 
gently to try my claws. 

I wished very much to know if he were jealous, as I had 
been told that real lovers were always so; and, naturally, 
I did not wish mine to fall short of any of the time-hon¬ 
ored attributes of loverdom. Therefore I, one morning, 
selected for experimental use a man whose volume of 
speech was a terror to all. Had he been put to the sword, 
he would have talked to the swordsman till the finq l blow 
cut his speech. He was most unattractive, too, in ap¬ 
pearance, being one of those actors who get shaved after 
rehearsal instead of before it, thus gaining a reputation 
for untidiness that facts may not always j ustify — but he 
served my purpose all the better for that. 

I deliberately placed myself at his side; I was only a 
ballet-girl, but I had two good, ears — I was welcome. 



USEFUL KNOWLEDGE 93 

Conversation, or rather the monologue, burst forth. 
Standing at the side of the stage, with rehearsal going 
on, he of course spoke low. I watched for Frank's ar¬ 
rival. He came, I heard his cheery Good-morning, 
ladies! good-morning, gentlemen! ” and then he started 
toward me, but I heard nothing, saw nothing of him. 
My upraised eyes, as wide as I possibly could make them, 
were fixed upon the face of the talker. Yet, with a jump 
of the heart, I knew the brightness had gone from Frank’s 
face, the spring from his step. I smiled as sweetly as I 
knew how; I seemed to hang upon the words of the 
untidy one, and oh! if Frank could only have known 
what those words were; how I was being assured that 
he, the speaker, had that very morning succeeded in 
stopping a leaky hole in his shoe by melting a piece of 
india-rubber over and on it, and that not a drop of 
water had penetrated when he had walked through the 
rain-puddles; and right there, like music, there came to 
my listening ear a word of four letters — a forbidden 
word, but one full of consolation to the distressed male; 
a word beginning with “ d,” and for fear that you may 
think it was “ dear,” why, I will be explicit and say that 
it was “ damn! ” and that it was from the anger-whitened 
lips of Frank, who during the morning gave not only to 
me, but to all lookers-on, most convincing proof of his 
jealousy, and that was the beginning of my experiments. 

I did this, to see if it would make him angry. I did 
that, to see if it would please him. Sometimes I scratched 
him with my investigating claws, then I was sorry — 
truly sorry, because I was grateful always for his gentle 
goodness to me, and never meant to hurt him. But he 
represented the entire sex to me, and I was learning all 
I could, thinking, as I once told him, that the knowledge 
might be useful on the stage some time, and I wondered 
at the very fury my words provoked in him. 

We quarrelled sometimes like spiteful children, as 
when I, startled into laughter by hearing his voice break 
in a speech, unfortunately excused myself by saying: 
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“ It was just like a young rooster, you know! ” and he, 
white with anger, cried: “ You’re a solid mass of rude¬ 
ness, to laugh at a misfortune; you have no breeding! ” 

This brought from me the rejoinder: “ I know it, 
but you would have shown better breeding yourself had 
you not told me of it! 99 

And then he was on his knee in the entrance, begging 
forgiveness, and saying his “ cursed, cracking voice made 
a madman of him! ” 

As it really did, for he often accused people of guying 
him if they did but clear their own throats. And so we 
went on till something in his manner — his increased ef¬ 
forts to find me alone at rehearsal, for as I was without 
a room-mate in Columbus, I could not receive him at 
home, and I truly think he would have kept silence for¬ 
ever rather than have urged me to break any conven¬ 
tional rule of propriety — this something gave me the idea 
that Frank was going to be — well — explicit, that — 
that — I was going to be proposed to according to es¬ 
tablished form. 

Now, though a proposal of marriage is a thing to look 
forward to with desire, to look back upon with pride, it 
is also a thing to avoid when it is in the immediate future, 
and I so successfully evaded his efforts to find me alone, 
at the theatre or at some friend’s house, that he was 
forced at last to speak at night, while escorting me home. 

I lodged in a quiet little street, opening out of the 
busier, more noisy Kinsman Street. In our front yard 
there lived a large, greedy old tree, which had planted 
its foot firmly in the very middle of the path, thus forc¬ 
ing everyone to chasse around it who wished to enter the 
house. Its newly donned summer greenery extended far 
over the gate, and as the moon shone full and fair the 
“ set 99 was certainly appropriate. 

We reached the gate, and I held out my hand for my 
bag — that small catch-all of a bag that, in the hand of 
the actress, is the outward and visible sign of her pro¬ 
fession ; but he let the bag slip to the walk and caught 
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my hand in his. The street was deserted. Leaning 
against the gate beneath the sheltering boughs of the 
old tree, the midnight silence all about us, he began to 

sfM'afc earnestly, 

I made a frantic search through my mind for some¬ 
thing to say presently, when my turn would come to 
speak, I rejected instantly the ancient wail of ” sudden¬ 
ness.” Frank's temper did not encourage an offer of 
” sisterhood,” I was just catching joyously at the idea 
of hiding behind the purely imaginary opposition of my 
mother, when Frank's words; “ Then, too, dear heart! 
1 a mid protect you, and—” were interrupted by a yowl, 
so long, so piercing, it seemed to rise like a rocket of 
anguish into the summer sky, 

M t )h 1 ” 1 thought, ” that's one-eared Jim from next 
door, and if our Simmons hears him — and he’d have to 
lie dead not to hear ™ lie will come out to fight him 1 ” 
1 clenched my teeth, I dropjted my eyes that Frank might 
not see the threatening laughter there, I noted how much 
whiter his hand was than mine, as they were clasped in 
the moonlight. The pause had beem long; then, very 
gently, hr started again; 41 Mignonnel ” 

Distinctly I heard the thump of Simmons’s body drop¬ 
ping front the porch-roof, ” Mignonne, look up! you 
iiig-eynl child* and tell me that 1 may go to your mother 
with your promise f” 

” Mbitti ? Mbati 1 Wow 1 Spit f Spit! Wow I ” 
Four tails of fire glowed for a moment beneath the tree, 
then two dark forms tweame one dark form, that whirled 
and bounded through space, emitting awful sounds, The 
eats were too much for me, I threw tuck my head and 
laughed. 

My laugh was too much for Frank, His tetttjtcr broke, 

he flung my hand away, crying out; ” laugh, you little 
idiot! You’re worse than the animals, for they at least 
know no letter I laugh till morning, if you like I M and 

then Vm sorry to say it, but he kicked my bag, the 
prfricHiii insignia of my profession, and rustled down the 



96 LIFE ON THE STAGE 

street, leaving me standing there amid the debris of the 
wrecked proposal. 

Next night he frigidly presented himself to escort me 
home, and when I coldly declined his company, he turned 
silently and left me. Truth to tell, I did not enjoy my 
walk alone, through the market-place in particular, and 
I planned to unbend a little the next evening; but I was 
much piqued to find myself without an excuse for un¬ 
bending, since on the next evening he did not offer his 
company. The third night there was a big lump in my 
throat, and the tears would have fallen had they not 
been suddenly dried in my eyes by the sight of a familiar 
light-gray suit slipping along close to the houses on the 
other side of the way. Petulant, irritable, loyal-hearted 
boy! he had safe-guarded me both those nights when I 
thought I was alone! My heart was warm with grati¬ 
tude toward him, and when I reached my gate, and passed 
inside, I called across the street: “ Thank you, Frank! 
Good-night! ” 

And he laughed and answered: “ Good-night, Mign- 
onne !” 

And so it came about that Frank’s wooing, being of 
the strict and stately order, I gradually came to be Miss 
Morris to others beside himself. I saw my advance in 
dignity, and if I did not love him I gave him profound 
gratitude, and we were true friends his short and hon¬ 
orable life through. 


/ 



CHAPTER FOURTEENTH 


Mr. Wilkes Booth comes to the whole Sex Loves 
him — Mr. Kllsler Compares him to his Great Father — 
Our Grief and Horror over the Awful Tragedy at Wash¬ 
ington. 

I N glancing back over those two crowded and busy 

seasons one figure stands out with such clearness and 
beauty that 1 cannot resist the impulse to sjieak of 
him, rather than of my own inconsequential self. In his 
case only (so far ns my ]K*rscma! knowledge goes) there 

was nothing derogatory to dignity or to manhood in 
being called ficautifttl for he was that bud of splendid 
promise, blasted to the core before its full triumphant 

blooming ~ known to the world as a madman and an 

assassin—*but to the profession as “ that unhappy boy,** 
John Wilkes Booth, 

He was so young, so bright, so gay, so kind. I could 

not have known him well Of course, too, there are two 
or three different jieopfc in every man's skin, yet when 
we remember that stars are not generally in the habit of 
showing their brightest, their best side to the company 
at rehearsal we cannot help feeling both respect and lik* 
mg for the one who docs. 

There are licit many men who can receive a gash over 

the eye in n scene at night without at least a momentary 
outburst of tenifier, but when the combat lietwmi Kick* 

ard and Kkhmtmd was lieing rehearsed, Mr* Booth had 
again am I again urged Mr, Met ollom (that six-foot tall 
and handsome leading man, who entrusted me with the 

care of his watch during such encounters) to ,f < time on 
hard I Come on hot! licit, old fellow I Harder — 
faster I ” He’d take the chance of a blow, if only they 
could make a hot tight of it. 

m 


98 LIFE ON THE STAGE 

And Mr. McCollom, who was a cold man, at night 
became nervous in his effort to act like a fiery one. He 
forgot he had struck the full number of head blows, and 
when Booth was pantingly expecting a thrust, McCollom, 
wielding his sword with both hands, brought it down 
with awful force fair across Booth’s forehead. A cry 
of horror rose, for in one moment his face was masked 
in blood, one eybrow being cut cleanly through. There 
came, simultaneously, one deep groan from Richard , and 
the exclamation: “ Oh, good God! good God 1 ” from 
Richmond, who stood shaking like a leaf and staring at 
his work. Then Booth, flinging the blood from his eyes 
with his left hand, said, as genially as man could speak: 

“ That’s all right, old man 1 never mind me — only come 
on hard, for God’s sake, and save the fight 1 ” 


Which he resumed at once, and though he was per¬ 
ceptibly weakened, it required the sharp order of Mr. 
Ellsler to “ ring the first curtain bell,” to force him to 
bring the fight to a close, a single blow shorter than 
usual. Then there was a running to and fro, with ice 
and vinegar paper and raw steak and raw oysters. When 
the doctor had placed a few stitches where they were 
most required, he laughingly declared there was pro¬ 
vision enough in the room to start a restaurant. Mr. 
McCollom came to try to apologize, to explain, but Booth 
would have none of it; he held out his hand, crying: 
“Why, old fellow, you look as if you had lost the blood 
Don’t worry. Now if my eye had gone, that would have 
been bad! And so, with light words, he tried to set 
the unfortunate man at ease, and though he must have 
suffered much mortification as well as pain from the eve 
that in spite of all endeavors would blacken, he never 
made a sign. 

He was like his great elder brother, rather lacking 
n height, but his head and throat, and the manner of 
its rising from his shoulders, were truly beautiful. His 
coloring was unusual, the ivory pallor of his skin the 
inky blackness of his densely thick hair, the heavy lids 




JOHN WILKES BOOTH 99 

of his glowing eyes, were all Oriental, and they gave a 
touch of mystery to his face when it fell into gravity; 
but there was generally a flash of white teeth behind his 
silky mustache’ and a laugh in his eyes. 

One thing I shall never cease to admire him for. 
When a man has placed a clean and honest name in his 
wife's care for life, about the most stupidly wicked use 
she can make of it is as a signature to a burst of amatory 
flattery, addressed to an unknown actor, who will despise 
her for her trouble. Some women may shrivel as though 
attacked with " peach-leaf curl " when they hear how 
these silly letters are sometimes passed about and laughed 
at. M No gentleman would so betrav a confidence! ” Of 
course not; but once when I matte that remark to an 
actor, who was then flaunting the food his vanity fed 
ujxm, he roughly answered: ** Ami no lady would so 
address an unknown man. She cast away her right to 
respectful consideration when she thrust that letter in 
the Ikix." That was brutal; but there are those who 
think like him this very day, and oh, foolish tamperers 
with fire, who act like him f 

Now it is scarcely an exaggeration to say the sex was 
in love with John ifoctfli, the name Wilkes being appar¬ 
ently unknown to his family amt close friends. At depot 
restaurants those fiercely unwilling maiden-slammer* of 
plates and shooter* of coffee-cups made to him swift and 
gentle offerings of hot steaks, hot biscuits, hot coffee, 
crowding round him like doves alxmt a grain liaskct* 
leaving other travellers to wait upon themselves or go 
without refreshment. At the hotels, maids had been 
known to enter his room and tear asunder the already 
made*up lied, that the ** turn-over 11 might lie broader 
by a thread or two, and both pillows slant at the jierfeetly 
correct angle, At the theatre, good heaven I its the sun¬ 
flowers turn upon their stalks to follow the beloved sun, 
so old or young, nttr faces smiling* turned to him. Ye# # 
old or young, for the little daughter of the manager, who 
played but the Duke of York in M Richard lib/* came to 
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the theatre each day, each night of the engagement, ar¬ 
rayed in her best gowns, and turned on him fervid eyes 
that might well have served iot Juhet: The manager’s 
wife, whose sternly aggressive virtue no one couW doubt 
or question, with the aid of art waved and fluffed her 
hair, and softened thus her too hard line of brow, and 
let her keen black eyes fill with friendly sparkles for us 
all —yet, ’twas because of him. And when the old 
woman made to threaten him with her finger, and he 
caught her lifted hand, and uncovering his bonnie head, 
stooped and kissed it, then came the wanton blood up 
in her cheek as she had been a girl again. 

His letters then from flirtatious women, and, alas! 
girls, you may well believe were legion. A cloud used 
to gather upon his face at sight of them. I have of 
course no faintest idea that he lived the godly, righteous, 
and sober life that is enjoined upon us all, but I do re¬ 
member with respect that this idolized man, when the 
letters were many and rehearsal already on, would care¬ 
fully cut off every signature and utterly destroy them, 
then pile the unread letters up, and, I don’t know what 
their final end was, but he remarked with knit brows, 
as he caught me watching him at his work one morning: 

“ They,” pointing to the pile of mutilated letters, “ they 
are harmless now, little one; their sting lies in the tail 1 ” 
and when a certain free and easy actor, laughingly picked 
up a very elegantly written note, and said: “ I can read 
it, can’t I, now the signature is gone ? ” He answered, 
shortly: “The woman’s folly is no excuse for our 
knavery—lay the letter down, please! ” 

I played the Player-Queen to my great joy, and in the 
“ Marble Heart ” I was one of the group of three statues 
in the first act. We were supposed to represent Lais, 
Aspasia, and Phryne, and when we read the cast, I glanced 
at the other girls (we were not strikingly handsome), 
and remarked, gravely: “Well, it’s a comfort to know 
that we look so like the three beautiful Grecians.” 

A laugh at our backs brought us around suddenly to 
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face Mr. Booth, who said to me: “ You satirical little 
wretch, how do you come to know these Grecian ladies? 
Perhaps you have the advantage of them in being all- 
beautiful within ? ” 

*' I wish it would strike outward, then,” I answered; 
“ you know it’s always best to have things come to the 
surface! " 

“ I know some very precious things are hidden from 
common sight, and 1 know, too, you caught my meaning 
in the first place; good-night.” And he left us. 

We had been told to descend to the stage at night with 
our white robes hanging free and straight, that Mr. lkx>th 
himself might drajH* them as we stood ujxm the jK'destal. 
It really is a charming picture, that of the statues in the 
first act. Against a hacking of black velvet, the three 
white figures, carefully jxwed, strongly lighted, stand out 
so marble-like, that when they slowly turn their faces 
and point to their chosen master, the effect is uncanny 
enough to chill tin- looker-on. 

Well, with white wigs, white tights, and white roltcs, 
and half strangled with the powder we had inhaled in 
our efforts to make our lips stay white, we cautiously 
descended the stairs. We dared not talk, we dared not 
blink our eyes, for fear of disturbing the coat of jxnvder; 
we were lifted to the f>ede*tal anti took our places as we 
expected to stand. Then Mr, Booth came, such a pict¬ 
ure in his Greek garments as made even the men exclaim 
at hint, amt began to pose us. It hapfxwd that one of 
m had very gtxwl limbs, one medium gcxxl, and the third 
had apparently walked on br<x>m-sticks. When Mr. 
Itooth slightly raised the drapery of No. 3 , his features 
gave a twist as though he had suddenly tasted lemon- 
jttiee, but, quick as a flash, he said: “ l Ixdieve I’ll ad¬ 
vance yo« to the centre, for the stately and wise .■fx/wjia." 
The central figure wore her drsqx*ries hanging straight 
to her feet, heitee the ” advance ” and consequent eon 
realmcnt of the unlovely limbs. It was quickly and 
kindly done, for the girl was not only spared mortifies- 
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tion but in the word “advance” she saw a compliment, 
and”was happy accordingly. Then my turn came; my 
arm was placed about Aspasia, my head bent and turned 
and twisted, my right hand curved upon my breast, so 
that the forefinger touched my chm; I felt I was a per¬ 
sonified simper, but I was silent and patient until the 
arrangement of my draperies began —then I squirmed 

anxiously. . 

“Take care, take care! ” he cautioned, you will sway 
the others if you move! ” But, in spite of the risk of my 
marble make-up, I faintly groaned: “ Oh, dear! must 
it be like that ? '' 

Regardless of the pins in the corner of his mouth, he 
burst into laughter, and taking a photograph from the 
bosom of his Greek shirt, he said: “ I expected a pro¬ 
test from you, miss, so I came prepared; don't move your 
head, but just look at this.” 

He held the picture of a group of statuary up to me: 

“This is you on the right; it's not so dreadful, now, 
is it? ” and I cautiously murmured, that if I wasn't any 
worse than that I wouldn't mind. 


And so we were all satisfied and our statue scene was 
very successful. 

Next morning I saw Mr. Booth come running out of 
the theatre on his way to the telegraph office at the cor¬ 
ner, and right in the middle of the walk, staring about 
him, stood a child — a small roamer of the stony streets, 
who had evidently got far enough beyond his native ward 
to arouse misgivings as to his personal safety, and at the 
very moment he stopped to consider matters, Mr. Booth 
dashed out of the stage-door and added to his bewilder¬ 
ment by capsizing him completely. 

“ Oh, good Lord! Baby, are you hurt ? " exclaimed 
Mr. Booth, pausing instantly to pick up the dirty, tous- 
elled, small heap and stand it on its bandy legs again 

"Don't cry, little chap!" and the aforesaid little chap 
not only ceased to cry but gave him a damp and grimy 
smile, at which the actor bent toward him quickly but 
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paused, took out his handkerchief, and first carefully 
wiping the dirty little nose and mouth, stooped and 
kissed him heartily, put some change in each freckled 
paw, and continued his run to the telegraph office. 

He knew of no witness to the act. To kiss a pretty, 
clean child under the approving eyes of mamma might 
mean nothing but politeness, but surely it required the 
prompting of a warm and tender heart to make a young 
and thoughtless man feel for and caress such a dirty, 
forlorn bit of babyhood as that. 

Of his work, I suppose I was too young and too igno¬ 
rant to judge correctly, but I remember well hearing the 
older members of the company express their opinions. 
Mr. Ellsler, who had been on terms of friendship with 
the elder Booth, was delighted with the promise of his 
work. He greatly admired Edwin's intellectual power, 
his artistic care, but “ John," he cried, “ has more of the 
old man's power in one performance than Edwin can 
show in a year. He has the fire, the dash, the touch of 
strangeness . He often produces unstudied effects at 
night. I question him, * Did you rehearse that business 
to-day, John?' he answers: ‘ No, I didn't rehearse it, 
it just came to me in the scene, and I couldn't help doing 
it; but it went all right, didn't it?' Full of impulse, 
just now, like a colt, his heels are in the air, nearly as 
often as his head, but wait a year or two till he gets 
used to the harness, and quiets down a bit, and you will 
see as great an actor as America can produce! " 

And, by the way, speaking of Mr. Ellsler and the elder 
Booth, I am reminded that I have in my possession a 
letter from the latter to the former. It is written in a 
rather cramped hand, that carries the address and the 
marks of the red wafers, as that was before the appear¬ 
ance of envelopes, and it informs Mr. Ellsler that he, 
“ Junius Brutus Booth, will play a star engagement of 
one week for the sum of—" how many dollars? if it 
were not unguessable, I should insist upon your guess¬ 
ing, but that would not be fair, so here it is — “ for the 
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sum of three hundred dollars,” and wants to know how 
many and what plays he is desired to do, that he may 

select his wardrobe. . 

Think of it —the mighty father of our Edwin asking 
but $100 for a week of such acting as he could do which, 
if this bright, light-hearted boy was so much like him, 
must have been brilliant indeed. 

One morning, going on the stage where a group were 
talking with John Wilkes, I heard him say: No! no, 
no! there’s but one Hamlet to my mind, that’s my brother 
Edwin. You see, between ourselves, he is Hamlet, 
melancholy and all! ” 

That was an awful time when the dread news came 
to us. We were in Columbus. We had been horrified 
by the great crime at Washington. My room-mate and 
I had from our small earnings bought some black cotton, 
at a tripled price, as all the black material in the city was 
not sufficient to meet the demand, and as we tacked it 
about our one window, a man, passing, told us the assassin 
had been discovered, and that he was the actor Booth. 
Hattie laughed so she nearly swallowed the tack that, 
girl-like, she held between her lips, and I, after a laugh, 
told him it was a poor subject for a jest, and we went 
in. There was no store in Columbus then where play- 
books were sold, and as Mr. Ellsler had a very large and 
complete stage library, he frequently lent his books to 
us, and w« would hurriedly copy out our lines and re¬ 
turn the book for his own use. On that occasion he was 
going to study his part first and then leave the play with 
us as he passed going home. We heard his knock; I 
was busy pressing a bit of stage finery. Hattie opened 

the door, and then I heard her exclaiming: “Why_ 

why—what?” I turned quickly. Mr. Ellsler was com¬ 
ing slowly into the room. He is a very dark man, but he 
was perfectly livid then, his lips even were blanched to 
the whiteness of his cheeks. His eyes were dreadful they 
were so glassy and seemed so unseeing. He was de¬ 
voted to his children, and all I could think of as likely 
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>f such a look upon his face was disaster to one 

s jA em > and I cried, as I drew a chair to him, “ What 
jrt* Oh, what has happened to them? ” 

sa nk down, he wiped his brow, he looked almost 
P l ^ly at me. then, very faintly, he said: “ You — 
j- — heard — anything? ” 

a Hattie’s eyes and mine met; we thought 
nc> su PP ose( l ill-timed jest of the stranger — my lips 

; wordlessly. Hattie stammered: “ A man, he 

, though, said that Wilkes Booth — but he did lie 
didn't he? ” and in the same faint voice Mr. Ellsler 
^swered, slowly: “ No — no! he did not lie — it’s too 
rue l ” 

H>own fell our heads and the waves of shame and sor- 
seemed fairly to o’erwhelm us, and while our sobs 
Hied the little room, Mr. Ellsler rose and laid two play- 
on the table. Then, while standing there, staring 
at° space, I heard his far, faint voice, saying: “ So 
so good a man destroyed, and by the hand of that 
Jllh 3PPy boy! my God! my God! ” He wiped his brow 
^In and slowly left the house, apparently unconscious 
"M Otar presence. 

When we resumed our work — the theatre had closed 
ttecratase of the national calamity — many a painted cheek 
ihowed runnels made by bitter tears, and one old actress, 
with quivering lips, exclaimed: “ One woe doth tread 
ufK>n another’s heel, so fast they follow! ” but with no 
thought of quoting, and God knows the words expressed 
the situation perfectly. 

3Mrs. Ellsler, whom I never Saw shed a tear for any 
nicJcaaess, sorrow, or trouble of her own, shed tears for 
the mad boy who had suddenly become the assassin of 
iiocl/s anointed — the great, the blameless Lincoln! 

We crept about, quietly, everyone winced at the sound 
jf the overture; it was as if one dead lay within the 
^alls, one who belonged to us. 

ItfVhen the rumors about Booth being the murderer 
proved to be authentic, the police feared a possible out- 
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break of mob-feeling, and a demonstration against the 
theatre building, or against the actors individually; but 
we had been a decent, law-abiding, well-behaved people, 
liked and respected, so we Were not made to suffer 
for the awful act of one of our number. Still, when 
the mass-meeting was held in front of the Capitol, there 
was much anxiety on the subject, and Mr. Ellsler urged 
all the company to keep away from it, lest their presence 
might arouse some ill-feeling. The crowd was immense; 
the sun had gloomed over, and the Capitol building, 
draped in black, loomed up with stern severity and that 
massive dignity only obtained by heavily columned build¬ 
ings. The people surged like waves about the speakers' 
stand, and the policemen glanced anxiously toward the 
new theatre, not far away, and prayed that some bom¬ 
bastic, revengeful ruffian might not crop up from this 
mixed crowd of excited humanity to stir them to 
violence. 


Three speakers, however, in their addresses had con¬ 
fined themselves to eulogizing the great dead. In life, 
Mr. Lincoln had been abused by many; in death, he was 
worshipped by all, and these speakers found their words 
of love and sorrow eagerly listened to, and made no harsh 
allusions to the profession from which the assassin 


sprang. And then an unknown man clambered up from 
the crowd to the portico platform and began to speak, 
without asking anyone’s permission. He had a far- 
reaching voice — he had fire and “ go.” 

“Here’s the fellow to look out for! ” said the police¬ 
man^ and, sure enough, suddenly the dread word “ the¬ 
atre ” was tossed into the air, and everyone was still in 
a moment, waiting for — what? I don’t know what they 
hoped for, I do know what many feared; but this is 
what he said: “ Yes, look over at our theatre and think 
of the little body of men and women there, who are to¬ 
day sore-hearted and cast down, who feel that they are 
looked at askant, because one of their number has com- 
mitted that hideous crime! Think of what they have to 
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bear of shame and horror, and spare for them, too, a 
little pity! ” 

He paused; it had been a bold thing to do — to appeal 
for consideration for actors at such a time. The crowd 
swayed for a moment to and fro, a curious growling 
came from it, and then all heads turned toward the 
theatre. A faint cheer was given, and after that there 
was not the slightest allusion made to us — and verily 
we were grateful. 

That the homely, tender-hearted “ Father Abraham,” 
rare combination of courage, justice, and humanity, died 
at an actor's hand will be a grief, a horror, and a shame 
to the profession forever — yet I cannot believe that 
John Wilkes Booth was “ the leader of a band of bloody 
conspirators! ” 

Who shall draw a line and say: here genius ends and 
madness begins ? There was that touch of “ strangeness.” 
In Edwin Booth it was a profound melancholy; in John 
it was an exaggeration of spirit, almost a wildness. 
There was the natural vanity of the actor, too, who craves 
a dramatic situation in real life. There was his passion¬ 
ate love and sympathy for the South — why, he was 
“easier to be played on than a pipe! ” 

Undoubtedly he conspired to kidnap the President — 
that would appeal to him, but after that I truly believe 
he was a tool, certainly he was no leader. Those who 
led him knew his courage, his belief in fate, his loyalty 
to his friends; and because they knew these things, he 
drew the lot, as it was meant he should from the first. 
Then, half mad, he accepted the part Fate cast him for 
— committed the monstrous crime and paid the awful 
price. 

And since, 

41 God moves in a mysterious way 
His wonders to perform," 

we venture to pray for His mercy upon the guilty soul! 
who may have repented and confessed his manifold sins 
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and offences during those awful hours of suffering be¬ 
fore the end came. 

And “ God shutteth not up His mercies forever in dis¬ 
pleasure ! ” We can only shiver and turn our thoughts 
away from the bright light that went out in such utter 
darkness. Poor, guilty, unhappy John Wilkes Booth! 



CHAPTER FIFTEENTH 


Mr. R. E. J. Miles—His two Horses, and our Woful 
Experience with the Substitute “Wild Horse of Tar¬ 
tary.” 

B UT there, just as I start to speak of my third sea¬ 
son, I seem to look into a pair of big, mild eyes 
that say: “ Can it be that you mean to pass me 
by? Do you forget that 'twas I who turned the great 
sensation scene of a play into a side-splitting farce ? ” 
And I shake my head and answer, truthfully: “ I can¬ 
not forget, I shall never forget your work that night in 
Columbus, when you appeared as the 'fiery, untamed 
steed' (may Heaven forgive you) in ' Mazeppa/ ” 

Mr. Robert E. J, Miles, or “ All the Alphabet Miles/' k 
as he was frequently called, was starring at that time in 
the Horse Drama, doing such plays as "The Cataract 
of the Ganges,” “ Mazeppa,” “ Sixteen-String Jack,” etc. 
“ Mazeppa ” was the favorite in Columbus, and both the 
star and manager regretted they had billed the other plays 
in advance, as there would have been more money in 
“ Mazeppa ” alone. Mr. Miles carried with him two 
horses; the one for the “ Wild Horse of Tartary ” was 
an exquisitely formed, satin-coated creature, who looked 
wickedly at you from the tail of her blazing eye, who 
bared her teeth savagely, and struck out with her fore¬ 
feet, as well as lashed out with the hind ones. When 
she came rearing, plunging, biting, snapping, whirling, 
and kicking her way on to the stage, the scarlet lining 
of her dilating nostrils and the foam flying from h$r 
mouth made our screams very natural ones, and the 
women in front used to huddle close to their compan¬ 
ions, or even cover their faces. 
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One creature only did this beautiful vixen love — R. 
E. J. Miles. She fawned upon him like a dog; she did 
tricks like a dog for him, but she was a terror to the 
rest of mankind, and really it was a thrilling scene when 
Mazeppa was stripped and bound, his head tail-ward, his 
feet mane-ward, to the back of that maddened beast. 
She seemed to bite and tear at him, and when set free 
she stood straight up for a dreadful moment, in which 
she really endangered his life, then, with a wild neigh, 
she tore up the “ runs,”' as if fiends pursued her, with 
the man stretched helplessly along her inky back. The 
curtain used to go up again and again — it was so very 
effective. 

For a horse to get from the level stage clear above 
the “ flies,” under the very roof, the platforms or runs 
he mounts on have to zig-zag across the mountain back¬ 
ground. 

At each angle, out of sight of the audience, there is a 
railed platform, large enough for the horse to turn upon 
and make the next upward rush. 

The other horse travelling with Mr. Miles was an en¬ 
tirely different proposition. He would have been de¬ 
scribed, according to the State he happened to be in, as 
a pie-bald, a skew-bald, a pinto, or a calico horse. He 
was very large, mostly of a satiny white, with big, ab¬ 
surdly shaped markings of bright bay. He was one of 
the breed of horses that in livery stables are always 
known as “ Doctor ” or “ Judge.” Benevolence beamed 
from his large, clear eyes, and he looked so mildly wise, 
one half expected to see him put on spectacles. The boy 
at the stable said one day, as he fed him: “ I wouldn't 
wunder if this ol' parson of 'er a hoss asked a blessin' on 
them there oats — I wouldn't! ” 

I don't know whether old Bob — as he was called — 
had any speed or not, but if he had it was useless to him, 
for, alas I he was never allowed to reach the goal under 
any circumstances. He was always ridden by the villain, 
and therefore had to be overtaken, and besides that he 
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generally had to carry double, as the desperado usually 
fled holding the fainting heroine before him. Though 
old Bob successfully leaped chasms thus heavily handi¬ 
capped— for truly he was a mighty jumper — neverthe¬ 
less he was compelled to accept defeat, as Mr. Miles al¬ 
ways came rushing up on the black horse to the rescue. 
He was very lucky indeed, if he didn’t have to roll about 
and die, and he was a very impatient dead horse, often 
amusing the audience by lifting his head to see if the cur¬ 
tain was not down yet, and then dropping dead again with 
a sigh the whole house could hear. 

By the way, “ the house ” is a theatrical term, mean¬ 
ing, on an actor’s lips, “ the audience.” “ The house did 
thus or so,” “ the house is behaving beautifully,” “ it’s 
the most refined house you ever saw,” “ what a cold 
house ”; and so on. I have but rarely heard either actor 
or actress refer to the “ audience ” — and after steadily 
using any term for years it is very hard to lay it aside, 
and I shall long remember the grim moment that fol¬ 
lowed on my remarking to my rector, “What a good 
house you had yesterday — it must have been a pleasure 
to pla—to, to—er, er, to address such an audi—er, that 
is, I mean congregation! ” There was a moment of icy 
silence, then, being a human being as well as a wearer 
of the priestly collar, he set back his head and laughed 
a laugh that was good to hear. 

Anyway, being continually pushed back into second 
place and compelled to listen to the unearned applause 
bestowed upon the beautiful black seemed to rob old 
Bob of all ambition professionally, and he simply became 
a gourmet and a glutton. He lived to eat. A woman 
in his eyes was a sort of perambulating store-house of 
cake, crackers, apples, sugar, etc.; only his love for chil¬ 
dren was disinterested. The moment he was loose he 
went off in search for children, no matter whose, so long 
as he found some; then down he would go on his knees, 
and wait to be pulled and patted. His silvery tail pro¬ 
vided hundreds of horse-hair rings — and his habit of 
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gathering very small people up by their back breadths 
and carrying them a little way before dropping them, 
only filled the air with wild shrieks of laughter. In the 
theatre he walked sedately about before rehearsal began, 
and though we knew his attentions were entirely selfish, 
he was so urbane, so complaisant in his manner of going 
through us, that we could not resist his advances, and 
p ?rh day and night we packed our pockets and our muffs 
with such provender as women seldom carry about in 
their clothes. All our gloves smelled as though we 
worked at a cider-mill. While the play was going on 
old Bob spent a great part of his time standing on the 
first of those railed platforms, and as he was on the same 
side of the stage that the ladies’ dressing-rooms were on, 
everyone of us had to pass him on our way to dress, 
and he demanded toll of all. Fruits, domestic or foreign, 
were received with gentle eagerness. Cake, crackers, and 
sugar, the velvety nose snuffed at them approvingly, and 
if a girl, believing herself late, tried to pass him swiftly 
by, his look of amazement was comical to behold, and 
in an instant his iron-shod foot was playing a veritable 
devil’s tattoo on the resounding board platform, and if 
that failed to win attention, following her with his eyes, 

he lifted up his voice in a full-chested “ neigh — hay_- 

hay — ha-ay! ” that brought her back in a hurry with her 
toll of sugar. And that pie-bald hypocrite would scrunch 
it with such a piteously ravenous air that the girl quite 
forgot the basilisk glare and satirical words the landlady 
directed against her recently-acquired sweet-tooth. My 
own landlady had, as early as Wednesday, covered the 
sugar-bowl and locked the pantry, but she left the salt- 
bag open, and I took on a full cargo of it twice a day 
and old Bob showed such an absolute carnality of en- 
joyment in the eating of it that Mr. Miles became con- 
vimced that it had long been denied to him at the stables. 

then late m the week, there came that dreadful night 
of disaster. I dont recall the name of the play, but in 
that one piece the beautiful, high-spirited black mare had 
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to carry double up the runs. John Carroll and Miss Lucy 
Cutler were the riders. Mr. Carroll claimed he could 
ride a little, and though he was afraid he was ashamed 
to say so. Mr. Miles said in the morning: “ Now, if 
you are the least bit timid, Mr. Carroll, say so, and I 
will fasten the bridle-reins to the saddle-pommel and the 
Queen will carry you up as true as a die and as safe as 
a rock of her own accord; but if you are going to hold 
the bridle, for God’s sake be careful! If it was old Bob, 
you could saw him as much as you liked and he would 
pay no attention, and hug the run for dear life; but the 
Queen, who has a tender mouth, is besides half mad with 
excitement at night, and a very slight pressure on the 
wrong rein will mean a forty or fifty-foot fall for you 
all!” 

Miss Cutler expressed great fear, when Mr. Miles, sur- 
prisedly, said: “ Why, you have ridden with me twice 
this week without a sign of fear?” “Oh, yes,” she 
answered, “ but you know what you are doing — you are 
a horseman.” 

It was an unfortunate speech, and in face of it Mr. 
Carroll’s vanity would not allow him to admit his anxi¬ 
ety. “ He could ride well enough — and he would 
handle the reins himself,” he declared. 

During the day his fears grew upon him. Foolishly 
and wickedly he resorted to spirits to try to build up 
some Dutch courage; and then, when the scene came 
on, half blind with fear and the liquor, which he was 
not used to, as he felt the fierce creature beneath them 
rushing furiously up the steep incline, a sort of madness 
came upon him. Without rhyme or reason he pulled 
desperately at the nigh rein and in the same breath their 
three bodies were hurling downward, like thunder¬ 
bolts. 

It was an awful sight! I looked at them as they 
descended, and for the fraction of a second they seemed 
to be suspended in the air. They were all upside down. 
They all, without turning or twisting, fell straight as 
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plummets — the horse, the same as the man and woman, 
had its feet straight in the air. Ugh! the striking — 
ugh! — never mind details! The curtain had been 
rushed down. Miss Cutler had been picked up, dazed, 
stunned, but without a mark. Mr. Carroll had crept 
away unaided amid the confusion, the sorrow, and tears, 
for the splendid Queen was doomed and done for! 
Though Mr. Miles had risked his own life in an awful 
leap to save her from falling through a trap, he could 
not save her life, and the almost human groan with which 
she dropped her lovely head upon her master’s shoulder, 
and his streaming eyes as he tenderly wiped the blood 
from her velvety nostrils, made even the scene-shifters 
rub their eyes upon the backs of their hands. While the 
Queen was half carried and half crept to the fire-engine 
house next door (her stable was so far away), someone 
was going before the curtain, assuring the audience that 
the accident was very slight, and the lady and gentle¬ 
man would both be before them presently, and the audi¬ 
ence applauded in a rather doubtful manner, for several 
ladies had fainted, and the carrying out of a helpless 
person from a place of amusement always has a depress¬ 
ing effect upon the lookers-on. Meantime Mr. Carroll was 
getting his wrist bandaged and a cut on his face strapped 
up, while a basket of sawdust was hurriedly procured 
that certain cruel stains might be concealed. The or¬ 
chestra played briskly and the play went on. That’s the 
one thing we can be sure of in this world — that the 
play will go on. That night, late, the beautiful Queen 
died with her head resting on her master’s knee. 

Now “ Mazeppa ” was billed for the next night, and 
there were many consultations held in the office and on 
the stage. “ The wild horse of Tartary ” was gone. It 
was impossible to find a new horse in one day. 

“ Change the bill 1 ” said Mr. Miles. 

“ And have an empty house,” answered Mr. Ellsler. 

“ But what can I do for a horse ? ” asked R. E. J. M. 

“ Use old Bob,” answered Mr. Ellsler. 
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“ Good Lord!” groaned Bob’s master. They argued 
long, but neither wanted to lose the good house, so the 
bill was allowed to stand, and “ Mazeppa ” was per¬ 
formed with old white Bob as the “ Wild Horse of Tar¬ 
tary.” Think of it, that ingratiating old Bob! That 
follower of women and playmate of children! Why, 
even the great bay blotches on his white old hide made 
one think of the circus, paper hoops, and training, rather 
than of wildness. Meaning to make him at least impa¬ 
tient and restless, he had been deprived of his supper, 
and the result was a settled gloom, an air of melancholy 
that made Mr. Miles swear under his breath every time 
he looked at him. There was a ring, known I believe as 
a Spanish ring, made with a sharp little spike attachment, 
and used sometimes by circus-men to stir up horses to 
a show of violence or of high spirits, and when a whip 
was not permissible. It could be resorted to without 
arousing any suspicion of cruelty, since the spike was on 
the under side and so out of sight. The man with the 
ring on his finger would stand by a horse, and resting 
his hand on the animal’s neck, just at the most sensitive 
spot of his whole anatomy — the root or end of his mane 
— would close the hand suddenly, thus driving the spike 
into the flesh. It must have caused exquisite pain, and 
naturally the tormented animal rears and plunges. Some¬ 
times they get effect enough by pricking the creatures on 
the shoulder only. On that night, Mr. Miles, after gaz¬ 
ing at the mild and melancholy features of his new 
“Wild Horse of Tartary,” went to his room and dug 
up from some trunk a Spanish ring. Calling one of the 
men who used to be dragged and thrashed about the 
stage by the black wild horse, he explained to him its 
use, ending with: “ I hate to hurt the old fellow, so try 
him on the shoulder first, and if he dances about pretty 
lively, as I think he will, you need not prick his mane 
at all.” 

The play moved along nicely, the house was large, and 
seemed pleased. Mazeppa fell into his enemy’s hands. 
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the sentence was pronounced, and the order followed: 
“ Bring forth the fiery, untamed steed! ” 

The women began to draw close to their escorts; 
many of them remembered the biting, kicking entrance 
of the black, and were frightened beforehand. The or¬ 
chestra responded with incidental creepy music, but — 
that was all. Over in the entrance, old Bob, surrounded 
by the four men who were supposed to restrain him, stood 
calmly. But those who sat in the left box heard “ get- 
ups ! ” and “ go-ons! ” and the duckings of many tongues. 
The mighty Khan of Tartary (who could not see that 
entrance) thought he had not been heard, and roared 
again: “ Bring forth the fiery, untamed steed! ” An¬ 
other pause, the house tittered, then some one hit old Bob 
a crack across the rump with a whip, at which he gave 
a switch of his tail and gently ambled on the stage, 
stopping of his own accord at centre, and, lowering his 
head, he stretched his neck and sniffed at the leader of 
the orchestra, precisely as a dog sniffs at a stranger. It 
was deliciously ridiculous. We girls were supposed to 
scream with terror at the “wild horse/’ and, alas! we 
were only too obedient, crowding down at right, clinging 
together in attitudes of extremest fright, we shrieked and 
screeched until old Bob cocked up his ears and looked 
so astonished at our conduct that the audience simply 
rocked back and forth with laughter, and all the time 
Mazeppa was saying things that did not seem to be like 
prayers. Finally he gave orders for the men to surround 
Bob, which they did, and then the ring was used — the 
ring that was to make him dance about pretty lively. It 
pricked him on the shoulder, and the “ wild horse ” stood 
and switched his tail. It pricked him again — he switched 
his tail again. The men had by that time grown care¬ 
less, and when the ring was finally used at his mane, he 
suddenly kicked one of them clear off the stage, and thep 
resumed his unruffled calm. The public thought it was 
having fun all this time, but pretty soon it knew it. 
Nothing under heaven could disturb the gentle serenity 
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of that dog-like old horse. But when Mazeppa was 
brought forward to be bound upon his back, instead of 
pulling away, rearing, and fighting against the burden, 
his one and only quick movement was his violent effort 
to break away from his tormentors to welcome Mazeppa 
joyously. 

“ Oh! ” groaned Miles, “ kill him, somebody, before 
he kills me! ” 

While he was being bound on the wild horse’s back, 
our instructions were to scream, therefore we screamed 
as before, and being on the verge of insanity, Mazeppa 
lifted his head from the horse’s back, and said: “ Oh, 
shut up — do! ” The audience heard, and — well, it 
laughed some more, and then it discovered, when the 
men sprang away and left the horse free to dash madly 
up the mountain, that Mazeppa had kept one foot un¬ 
bound to kick his horse with — and truly it did seem 
that the audience was going into convulsions. Such 
laughter, pierced every now and then by the shrill scream 
of hysteria. Then old Bob ambled up the first run all 
right, but, alas! for poor Mazeppa , as he reached the 
first turn-table, a woman passed on the way to her room, 
and hungry Bob instantly stopped to negotiate a loan in 
sugar. Oh, it was dreadful, the wait, and when finally 
he reappeared, trotting — yes, trotting up the next run, 
Mr. Miles’s foot could be plainly seen, kicking with the 
regularity of a piston-rod, while his remarks were — 
well, they were irregular in the extreme. 

Of course the play was hopelessly ruined; the audi¬ 
ence laughed at the slightest mention of the “ wild horse,” 
and when, broken and exhausted, the shepherds find 
them both lying at the foot of the mountain, the house 
seemed to shake with laughter. 

When the play was at last over, old white Bob walked 
over to his master and mumbled his hand. Mr. Miles 
pushed him away with pretended anger, crying: “ You 
infernal old idiot, I’d sell you for a three-cent stamp 
with gum on it! ” 
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Bob looked hard at him a moment, then he calmly 
crossed behind him and mumbled his other hand, and 
Mr. Miles pulled his ears, and said that “he himself 
was the idiot for expecting an untrained, unrehearsed 
horse to play such a part,” and old Bob agreeing with 
him perfectly, they were, as always, at peace with each 
other. 



CHAPTER SIXTEENTH 


I perform a Remarkable Feat, I Study King Charles in 
One Afternoon and Play Without a Rehearsal — Mrs. 
D. P. Bowers makes Odd Revelation. 

A LREADY in that third season my position had 
become an anomalous one, from that occasion 
when, because of sickness, I had in one afternoon 
studied, letter perfect, the part of King Charles in “ Faint 
Heart Never Won Fair Lady,” and played it in borrowed 
clothes and without any rehearsal whatever, other than 
finding the situations plainly marked in the book. It was 
an astonishing thing to do, and nearly everyone had a 
kind word for me. The stage manager, or rather the 
prompter, for Mr. Ellsler was his own stage manager, 
patted me on the shoulder and said: “ Ton my soul, 
girl, you're a wonder! I think pretty well of my own 
study, but you can beat me. You never missed a word, 
and besides that I've seen the part played worse many 
a time. I don't know what to say to you, my dear, but 
a girl that can do that can do most anything.” 

Ah, yes! and that was just what the powers that were 
seemed to think — that I could do almost anything, for 
from that day I became , a sort of dramatic scape-goat, 
to play the parts of the sick, the halt, the cross, the 
tricky, for whenever an actor or actress turns up with 
a remarkable study — the ability to learn almost any part 
in a given time — he or she is bound to be “ put upon.” 
Sickness will increase, tempers will get shorter, airs of 
superiority will be assumed, all because there is some¬ 
one ready to play the obnoxious part, someone ready to 
rush into the breach and prevent the changing of the 
“bill.” 
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So often was I playing parts, thus leaving only two 
in the ballet, that another girl was engaged. Thus to 
Hattie, Annie, and Clara there was added Mary. And 
lo! in this young woman I recognized a friend of my 
youth. I had known her but two days, but I could never 
forget the only child I had ever had a play with. She 
had parted from me in wrath because, after playing 
house-keeping all morning in the yard, I had refused to 
eat a clay dumpling she had made, with a nice green 
clover-leaf in its middle. She threw the dumpling at me, 
roaring like a little bull calf, and twisting a dirty small 
fist into each dry eye, she waddled off home, leaving me, 
finger in mouth, gazing in pained amazement after her, 
until my fat little legs suddenly gave way, as was their 
wont in moments of great emotion, and sat me unwill¬ 
ingly but flatly down upon the ground, where I remained, 
looking gravely at them and wondering what they did 
it for — and now here we were together again. 

Of course this playing of many parts was, in a cer¬ 
tain way, an advantage to me, and I appreciated it; but 
there can be too much even of a good thing. That I got 
little pay for all this work was nothing to me, I was 
glad to do it for the experience it gave me, but when I 
was forced to appear ridiculous through my inability to 
dress the parts correctly I suffered cruelly. Once in a 
while, as in the case of King Charles , I could get a cos¬ 
tume from the theatre wardrobe, where the yellow plush 
breeches lived when not engaged in desolating my young 
life, but, alas! here, as everywhere, the man is the fa¬ 
vored party, and the theatre wardrobe contains only mas¬ 
culine garments; the women must provide everything for 
themselves. Then, too, one is never too young or too 
insignificant to feel an injustice. 

I recall, very distinctly, having to go on for Lady Anne 
in “ Richard III.,” with a rather unimportant star. Now 
had I “held a position,” as the term goes, that part 
would, out of courtesy, have belonged to me for the rest 
of the season, unless I chose to offer it back to the woman 
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I had obliged; but being only a ballet-girl I did well 
enough for the Lady Anne of an unimportant star, but 
when a more popular Richard appeared upon the scene, 
Lady Anne was immediately reclaimed, and I traipsed 
again behind the coffin, and with the rest of the ballet 
was witness to that most savage fling of Shakespeare 
against a vain, inconsequential womanhood as personi¬ 
fied in Lady Anne , who, standing by her coffined, mur¬ 
dered dead, eagerly drinks in the flattery offered by the 
murderer’s self. It is a courtship all dagger-pierced and 
reeking with innocent blood — monstrous and revolting! 
One would like to know who the woman was whose in¬ 
credible vanity and levity so worked upon the master’s 
mind that he produced this tragic caricature. Who was 
the woman who inspired great Shakespeare’s one un¬ 
natural scene? Come, antiquaries, cherchez la femme! 

I suffered most when I had to play some lady of qual¬ 
ity, for what, in heaven’s name, had I to dress a lady 
in? Five dollars a week to live on, to dress myself on, 
and to provide stage wardrobe! Many a bitter tear I 
shed. And then there was the surprise of the stars, when 
after playing an important part one night, they suddenly 
recognized me the next standing in the crowd of peas¬ 
ants or seated at Macbeth's disheartening banquet. 

Their comments used to be very caustic sometimes, 
and they almost, without exception, advised me to rebel, 
to go and demand freedom from the ballet, or at least 
salary enough to dress the parts given me to play. But 
those long years of childish thraldom had left their mark 
— I could not assert myself, an overwhelming shame 
came upon me, even at the thought of asking to be ad¬ 
vanced. So I went on playing boys and second old 
women, singing songs when forced to it, going on for 
poor leading parts even, for the leading lady being the 
manager’s wife rarely played parts with women stars, and 
then between times dropping back into the ballet and 
standing about in crowds or taking part in a village dance. 

It was a queer position and no mistake. Many stars 
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had grown to know me, and often on Monday morning 
he or she would come over to our group and shake hands 
kindly, to my great pleasure. One morning, while we 
were rehearsing “ Lady Audley’s Secret/’ Mrs. Bowers, 
whom I greatly admired, came over to me, and remarked: 
"You hard-hearted little wretch! I’ve been watching 
you; you are treating that boy shamefully! Don’t you 
know Murdoch is a gentleman?” 

I was surprised, and rather quickly answered: " Well, 
have I treated him as if he were not a gentleman ? ” 

She was called just then, but when the act. was over 
she came to me again, and taking my hand in her right, 
she began beating it up and down upon her left: " You 
are not vexed, are you ? ” she asked. “ Don’t be; I only 
wonder how you can do it, and you are so young! Why,” 
she sighed, from her very soul it seemed to me, " Why,” 
she went on, " ever since I was fourteen years old I have 
been loving some man who has not loved me! ” Tears 
rose thickly into her eyes. “ I am always laying my heart 
down for some man to trample on! ” She glanced 
toward Mr. McCollom (he who was six feet tall and 
handsome), a little smile trembled on her lips. I caught 
her fingers on a swift impulse and squeezed them, she 
squeezed back answeringly; we understood each other, 
she was casting her heart down again, unasked. Her 
eyes came back to me. " Yours is the best way, but I’m 
too old to learn now, I shall have to go on seeking — 
always seeking!” 

"And finding^, surely finding!” I answered, honestly, 
for I could not imagine anyone resisting her. 

"Do you think so?” she said, eagerly; then, rather 
sadly, she added: " Still it would be nice to be sought 
once, instead of always seeking.” 

Poor woman! Charming actress as she was, she did 
not exaggerate in declaring she was always casting her 
heart before someone. She married Mr. McCollom, and 
lived with him in adoring affection till death took him. 

The last time I saw her she was my guest here at “ The 
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Pines,” and as I fastened a great hibiscus flower above 
her ear, in Spanish fashion, she remarked: 

“ How little you have changed in all these years! Fll 
wager your heart is without a scar, while if you could 
only see mine,” she laughed, “ it’s like an old bit of tinware 
— so battered, and bent, and dented! ” 



CHAPTER SEVENTEENTH 

Through Devotion to my Friend, I Jeopardize my Repu¬ 
tation _I Own a Baby on Shares — Miss Western*s 

Pathetic Speech. 

I HAD at that time a friend — a rare possession 
that “The ideal of friendship,” says Madame 
Switchine, “is to feel as one while remaining two/* 
which is a precise description of the condition of mind 
and feeling of Mrs. Mollie Ogden and myself. She did 
not act, but her husband did, and I saw her every night, 
nearly every morning, and when work permitted we 
visited one another in the afternoons. There was but 
one kind of cake on the market that I liked, and that 
cake, with coffee, was always offered for my refresh¬ 
ment when I was her guest. When she was mine the 
festal board was furnished forth with green tea, of which 
she was inordinately fond, and oysters stewed in their 
own can and served in two mugs; the one announcing*, 
in ostentatious gold letters, that I was “ a good girl/* 
was naturally at the service of my guest, while the plain 
stone-china affair, from the toilet-table, answered my 
purposes. With what happy eagerness we prepared for 
those absurd banquets, which we heartily enjoyed, since 
we were boarders, and always hungry — and how we 
talked! Of what? Why, good heaven! did I not hold 
a membership in the library, and were we not both light¬ 
ning-quick readers? Why, we had the whole library 
to talk over; besides, there was the country to save! and 
as Mollie didn't really know one party from the other* 
she felt herself particularly fitted for the task of settling 
public questions. 

Then, suddenly, she began to expect another visitor 
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— a wee visitor, whom we hoped would remain perma¬ 
nently, and, goodness mercy! I nearly lost my reputation 
through the chambermaid finding in my work-basket 
some half-embroidered,. tiny, tiny jackets. Whereupon 
she announced to the servants, in full assembly, that I 
had too soft a tongue, and was deeper than the sea, but 
she had her eyes open, and, judging from what she found 
in my work-basket, I was either going to buy a monkey 
for a pet, or I had thrown away my character completely. 

Mrs. Ogden was with me when the landlady, stony- 
eyed and rattling with starch and rectitude, came to in¬ 
quire into the contents of my work-basket. Her call was 
brief, but satisfactory, and shortly after her exit we heard 
her, at the top of her lungs, giving me a clean bill of 
health — morally speaking — and denouncing the prying 
curiosity of the maids. But we had had a scare, and 
Mollie implored me either not to help her any more or 
to lock up my work-basket. 

“ Oh, no,” I said, “ I'll rest my head upon the cham¬ 
bermaid’s breast and confide all my intentions to her, 
then surely my character will be safe.” 

However, when the wee stranger arrived, she might 
well have wondered whom she belonged to. At all events 
she “goo-gooed and gurgled,” and smiled her funny 
three-cornered smile at me as readily as at her mother, 
and my friendly rights in her were so far recognized by 
others that questions about her were often put to me in 
her mother’s very presence, who laughingly declared 
that only in bed with the light out did she feel absolutely 
sure that the baby was hers. 

Mollie used to say the only really foolish thing she ever 
caught me in was “ Protestantism.” It was a great grief 
to us all that I could not be godmother, but though baby 
had a Protestant father, the Church flatly refused to wink 
at a godmother of that forsaken race. 

When, in God’s good time, a tiny sister came to baby, 
she was called Clara, but my friend had made a solemn 
vow before the altar, at the ripe age of seven years, to 
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name her first child Genevieve, and she, to quote her hus¬ 
band, “ being a Roman Catholic as well as a little idiot,” 
faithfully kept her vow, and our partnership’s baby was 
loaded up with a name that each year proved more un¬ 
suitable, for a more un-Genevieve-like Genevieve never 
lived. All of which goes to prove how unwise it is to 
assume family cares and duties before the arrival of the 
family. 

Miss Lucille Western was playing an engagement in 
Cleveland when “ our baby ” was a few months old. My 
friend and I were both her ardent admirers. I don’t 
know why it has arisen, this fashion to sneer more or less 
openly at Miss Western’s work. If a woman who charms 
the eye can also thrill you, repel you, touch you to tears, 
provoke you to laughter by her acting, she surely merits 
the term “ great actress.” Well, now, who can deny that 
she did all these things ? Why else did the people pack 
her houses season after season? It was not her looks, 
for if the perfect and unblemished beauty of her lovely 
sister Helen could not draw a big house, what could you 
expect from the inspired irregularity of Lucille’s face? 
How alive she was! She was not quite tall enough for 
the amount of fine firm flesh her frame then carried — 
but she laced, and she was grace personified. 

She was a born actress; she knew nothing else in all 
the world. There is a certain tang of wildness in all 
things natural. Dear gods! Think what the wild straw¬ 
berry loses in cultivation! Half the fascination of the 
adorable Jacqueminot rose comes from the wild scent of 
thorn and earth plainly underlying the rose attar above. 
And this actress, with all her lack of polish, knew how 
to interpret a woman’s heart, even if she missed her best 
manner. For in all she did there was just a touch of 
extravagance — a hint of lawless, unrestrained passion. 
There was something tropical about her, she always sug¬ 
gested the scarlet tanager, the jeweled dragon-fly, the 
pomegranate flower, or the scentless splendor of our wild 
marshmallow. 
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In “ Lucretia Borgia '' she presented the most perfect 
picture of opulent, insolent beauty that I ever saw, while 
her “ Leah, the Forsaken '' was absolutely Hebraic; and 
in the first scene, where she was pursued and brought to 
bay by the Christian mob, her attitude, as she silently 
eyed her foes, her face filled both with wild terror and 
fierce contempt, was a thing to thrill any audience, and 
always received hearty applause. 

So far as looks went, she was seen to least advantage 
in her greatest money-maker, “ East Lynne/' Oh, dear! 
oh, dear! the tears that were shed over that dreadful 
play, and how many I contributed myself!- I would 
stand looking on from the entrance, after my short part 
was over, and when she cried out: “ Oh, why don't I 
die! My God! why don't I die ? " I would lay my head 
against the nearest scene and simply howl like a broken¬ 
hearted young puppy. I couldn't help it, neither could 
those in front help weeping — more decorously per¬ 
haps, because they were older and had their good 
clothes on. 

Now this brilliant and successful actress was not very 
happy—rfew are, for one reason or another — but she 
worked much harder than most women, and natu¬ 
rally liked to have some return for her work; there¬ 
fore she must have found it depressing, at least, when 
her husband formed the habit of counting up the house 
by eye (he could come to within $5 of the money con¬ 
tents of the house any night in this way), and then going 
out and losing the full amount of her share in gambling. 
It was cruel, and it was but one of the degradations put 
upon her. Lucille did not know how to bear her troubles. 
She wept and used herself up. Then, to get through her 
heavy night's work, she took a stimulant. Oh, poor soul! 
poor soul! though the audience knew nothing, the people 
about her knew she was not her best self; and she knew 
they knew it, and was made sore ashamed and miserable. 
Her husband, on one occasion, had gambled away every 
cent of three nights' work. On the fourth she had had 
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resource to a stimulant, and on the fifth she was cast 
down, silent, miserable, and humiliated. 

That night “ our baby ” came to the theatre. She was 
one of those aggressively sociable infants, who will reach 
out and grasp a strange whisker rather than remain un¬ 
noticed. She had pretty little, straight features and small, 
bright eyes that were fairly purply blue. I had her — 
of course in so public a place it was my right to have 
her — she was over my shoulder. I was standing near 
the star-room. The door opened and next moment I 
heard a long, low, “O-o-h!” and then again, “O-o-h! 
a— baby, and awake! and the peace of heaven yet in 
its eyes!” 

I turned my head to look at Miss Western, and her 
face quickened my heart. Her glowing eyes were fast¬ 
ened upon “ baby,” with just the rapt, uplifted look one 
sees at times before some Roman Catholic altar. It was 
beautiful! She gave a little start and exclaimed, as at a 
wonder: “Its hand! oh, its tiny, tiny hand!” Just 
with the very tip of her forefinger she touched it, and 
“baby” promptly grasped the finger and gurgled cordially. 
Her face flushed red, she gave a gasp: “ Good God! ” she 
cried, “it’s touching me, me! It is, see — see!" Sud¬ 
den tears slipped down her cheeks. “ Blessed God! ” she 
cried, “ if you had but sent me such a one, all would have 
been different! I could never bring disgrace or shame 
on a precious thing like this! ” 

As she raised the tiny morsel of a hand to her lips 
the prompter sharply called: “The stage waits, Miss 
Western! ” and she was gone. 

Poor, ill-guided, unhappy woman! it was always and 
only the stage that waited Miss Western. 



CHAPTER EIGHTEENTH 


Mr. Charles W. Couldock — His Daughter Eliza and his 
Many Peculiarities. 

T HERE was one star who came to us every sea¬ 
son with the regularity and certainty of the 
equinoctial storm, and when they arrived together, 
as they frequently did, we all felt the conjunction to 
be peculiarly appropriate. He was neither young nor 
good-looking, yet no one could truthfully assert that his 
engagements were lacking in interest — indeed, some 
actors found him lively in the extreme. Charles W. 
Couldock was an Englishman by birth, and had come to 
this country with the great Cushman. He was a man 
of unquestionable integrity — honorable, truthful, warm¬ 
hearted; but being of a naturally quick and irritable 
temper, instead of trying to control it, he yielded himself 
up to every impulse of vexation or annoyance, while with 
ever-growing violence he made mountains out of mole¬ 
hills, and when he had just cause for anger he burst into 
paroxysms of rage, even of ferocity, that, had they not 
been half unconscious acting, must have landed him in a 
mad-house out of consideration for the safety of others; 
while, worst of all, like too many of his great nation, he 
was profane almost beyond belief; and profanity, always 
painfully repellent and shocking, is doubly so when it 
comes from the lips of one whose silvering hair shows his 
days have already been long in the land of the God whom 
he is defying. And yet when Mr. Couldock ceased to 
use plain, every-day oaths, and brought forth some home¬ 
made ones, they were oaths of such intricate construction, 
such grotesque termination, that they wrung a startled 
laugh from the most unwilling lip. 

129 
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In personal appearance he was the beau-ideal wealthy 
farmer. He was squarely, solidly built, of medium height 
— never fat. His square, deeply-lined, even-furrowed 
face was clean shaven. His head, a little bald on top, 
had a thin covering- of curly gray hair, which he wore 
a trifle long; while his suit of black cloth — always a 
size or two too large for him — and his never-changing 
big hat of black felt were excuse enough for any man’s 
a ^ing him about the state of the crops — which they 
often did, and were generally urgently invited to go to 
the hottest Hades for their pains. 

On his brow there was a deep and permanent scowl 
that seemed cut there to the very bone. Two deep, heavy 
lines ran from the sides of his nose to the corners of his 
lips, where they suddenly became deeper before continu¬ 
ing down toward his chin, while a strong cast in one of 
his steely-blue eyes gave a touch of malevolence to the 
severity of his face. 

The strong point of his acting was in the expression 
of intense emotion — particularly grief or frenzied rage. 
He was utterly lacking in dignity, courtliness, or subtlety. 
He was best as a rustic, and he was the only creature I 
ever saw who could “ snuffle ” without being absurd or 
offensive. 

Generally, if anything went wrong, Mr. Couldock’s 
rage broke forth on the instant, but he had been known 
to keep a rod in pickle for a day or more, as in the case 
of a friend of mine — at least it was the husband of my 
friend Mollie. He had played Salanio in " The Merchant 
of Venice,” and in some way had offended the star, who 
cursed him sotto voce at the moment of the offence, and 
then seemed to forget all about the matter. Next morn¬ 
ing, at rehearsal, nothing was said till its close, when Mr. 
Couldock quite quietly asked my friend to look in at his 
dressing-room that evening before the play began. 

Poor John was uneasy all the afternoon, still he drew 
some comfort from the calmness of Mr. Couldock’s man¬ 
ner. Evening came, John was before the bar. The star 
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seemed particularly gentle — he removed his coat leis¬ 
urely and said : 

" You played Salanio last night? ” 

“ Yes, sir/’ 

“ And your name is — er ? " 

“ Ogden, sir/' replied John. 

“ Ah, yes, Ogden. Well, how long have you been at 
it, Ogden ? " 

“ About three years/' answered the now confident and 
composed prisoner at the bar. 

“Three years? huh! Well, will you let me give you 
a bit of advice, Ogden ? " 

“ Why, yes, sir, I shall be glad to listen to any advice 
from you/' earnestly protested the infatuated one. 

“ Well/’ snapped the star, rather sharply, “ I want you 
to follow it as well as to listen to it. Now you take some 
money — you have some money saved, I suppose ? " 

“ Oh, yes, sir! " answered John. 

“ Well, then," he turned his queer eye on him, he took 
a long, full breath, “ well, then, you just get some of that 
money, and you go to a hardware store," his rage was 
rising visibly, “ and you buy a good sharp hatchet, and 
then I want you to take it home and chop your d— d fool 
head off! " and ripping off his vest he made a furious 
charge upon the almost paralyzed Ogden, clouting him 
from the room, while roaring like a bull. 

He had played one set of plays so long he had lost the 
power to study quickly, and he was so ill-advised once 
as to attempt a new part, on rather short notice. The 
play was a miserable jumble of impossible situations and 
strained, high-flown language; and, of all absurd things, 
Mr. Couldock attempted to play a young Irish hero, with 
a love-scene — in fact he was supposed to represent the 
young Emmet. Dear heaven! what a sight he was, in 
those buckskin riding breeches (his legs were not beyond 
suspicion as to their straightness), that cutaway green 
coat, and the dinky little conical hat, looking so mali¬ 
ciously “ larky," perched over his fiercest eye. He forgot 
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all his lines, but he never forgot his profanity, and that 
night it took on a wild originality that was simply con¬ 
vulsing. In one scene he had to promise to save his be¬ 
loved Ireland. He quite forgot the speech, and being- 
reminded of it by the prompter, he roared at the top of 
his voice: “I don’t care! what the devil’s Ireland to 
me! d—n Ireland! I wish it and the man that wrote 
this play were both at the bottom of the sea, with cock¬ 
eyed sharks eatin’ ’em!” Then he suddenly pulled out 
his part and began to search wildly for his next scene, 
that he might try to recall his lines; at this he continued 
till he was called to go upon the stage, then he made a 
rush, and in a moment the house was laughing. 

“Oh, dear! what was it?” Everyone ran to peep 
on the stage. Mr. Couldock had discovered they were 
laughing at him, and was becoming recklessly furious. 
Mr. Ellsler, fearing he would insult the people, hastily 
rang down the curtain. Then Mr. Couldock, as Emmet , 
faced round to us, and the laughter was explained. When 
he was reading over his part he had put on a big pair of 
spectacles, and when he hurried on he simply pushed 
them up and left them there. A young lover with big, 
old-fashioned spectacles on his forehead and a perky lit¬ 
tle conical hat looking down on them was certainly an 
unusual sight and an amusing one. 

One of Mr. Couldock’s most marked characteristics 
was the amazingly high pitch of his voice in speaking. 
Anyone who has heard two men trying to converse across 
a large open field has had a good illustration of his style 
of intonation, which anger raised to a perfect shriek. 
The most shocking exhibition of rage I ever saw came 
from him during a performance of “ Louis XI.” Annie 
and I, as pages, were standing each side of the throne, 
holding large red cushions against our stomachs. My 
cushion supported a big gilded key, until, in my fright, 

I actually shook it off, for when Mr. Couldock’s passion 
came upon him on the stage his violence created sad 
havoc in the memories of the actors. The audience, too. 
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ouId hear many of his jibes and oaths, and Mr. Ellsler 
/as very angry about it, for in spite of his affection for 
lie man, he drew the line at the insulting of the aucli- 
nee; therefore, when the curtain fell, Mr. Ellsler said: 
Charley, this won’t do! you must control yourself in 
lie presence of the public! * 

The interference seemed to drive him mad. A volley 
f oaths, inconceivably blasphemous, came from his lips, 
nd then, with a Ixumd, he seized the manuscript (it was 
ot a published play then, and the manuscript was valu- 
hie ) and tore it right down the centre. Mr. Ellsler and 
lie prompter caught his right hand, trying to save the 
lay, but while they held that he lifted the rest of the 
lanuscript and tore it to pieces with his teeth, growling 
nd snarling like a savage animal Then he broke away 
nd rushed frantically up-stairs to Mr. Ellsler s dressing- 
otuti, where lie locked himself in. When it was time to 
all the next act he gave no answer to their knocking, 
bough he could be heard swearing and raving within, 
fr. ^Elblrr finally burst open the door, and there stood 
*mti$ XL 111 his under*garments, and his clothing ~ 
die re ? It was a tiny room, nevertheless no velvet cos¬ 
ame could \w found. The window', it long French one, 
m% nailed tin for winter “the clothes had not been 
brown out. There was no stove yet, they had not been 
timed; where then were they? Another overture was 
layeih Some of Mr, Ellsler'* clothes were hastily 
rmight a m>ndr*cript covering for his royal naked- 
esi was found, and he went on to finish the per fortu¬ 
ne!? ifittirlitiw, while the prompter guessed at the ring- 
ill down of the curtain, for there was no mmmacript to 
Hide him. 

Truly it hail been a most humiliating spectacle, Many 
/crki later, when stoves were going up, the men din* 
tiwfrrd that someone hat! lorn away the tin protector 
ram the fttovc*pi|tr hole in Mr, Ellsler'* room* anil when 
bey were replacing it they found* crammed tightly into 
narrow apace between the lath amt plastering of the 
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two rooms, the velvet garments of Louis XI. , even to 
the cap with the leaden images. How he had discovered 
the place no one knows, and when his rage had passed 
he could not remember what he had done, but he could 
play Louis no more that season. 

We were always pleased when Mr. Couldock was ac¬ 
companied by his daughter. Eliza Couldock, bearing an 
absurdly marked resemblance to her father, of course 
could not be pretty. The thin, curly hair, the fixed frown, 
the deep lines of nose and mouth, the square, flat figure, 
all made of her a slightly softened replica of the old gen¬ 
tleman. Her teeth were pretty, though, and her hazel 
eyes were very brilliant. She was well read, clever, and 
witty, and her affectionate devotion to her father knew 
no bounds ; yet as she had a keen sense of the ridiculous, 
no eccentricity, no grotesquerie of his escaped her laugh¬ 
ing, hawk-keen eye, and sometimes when talking to old 
friends, like Mr. and Mrs. Ellsler, she would tell tales 
of “ poor pa ” that were exceedingly funny. 

They went to California — a great undertaking then, 
as the Pacific Railroad was not completed, and they were 
most unsuccessful during their entire stay here. Eliza 
told one day of how a certain school-principal in ’Frisco 
had met her father after a performance to a miserable 
house, and with frightful bad taste had asked Mr. Coul¬ 
dock how he accounted for the failure of his engagement, 
and that gentleman snarled out: “ I don’t try to account 
for it at all! I leave that work for the people who ask fool 
questions. If I only have one d—n cent in my pocket 
I don’t try to account for not having another d—n cent 
to rub against it! ” And Eliza added, in pained tones : 
“ that principal had meant to ask 1 poor pa ’ to come and 
speak to the dear little boys in his school, but after that 
he didn’t — wasn’t it odd ? ” 

As Mr. Couldock was heard approaching that morn¬ 
ing, his daughter quickly whispered to Mrs. Ellsler: 
“ Ask pa how he liked California ? ” 

And after “ good-mornings ” were exchanged, the ques- 
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tion was put, and incidentally the red rag brought the 
mad bull into action. 

“ I wouldn’t give a d—n for the whole d—d State! ” 
roared Mr. Couldock, while his daughter pushed his hair 
behind his ears, and mildly said: “ Pa’s always so em¬ 
phatic about California.” 

“ Yes! ” shouted the old man, “ and so would you be 
if you wore breeches and dared to speak the truth! You 
see,” .he went on, “ no one ever gave me even a hint, and it 
was just my cursed luck to go overland, risking my own 
d—n skin and Eliza’s too, and it seems that those God¬ 
forsaken duffers look upon anyone coming to them by 
the overland route as a sort of outcast tramp. In fact, 
that’s entering by the back-kitchen door to San Fran¬ 
cisco. You ought to go by sea, and come in at the front 
door of their blasted, stuck-up little city if you’re to put 
any of their money in your purse or be allowed to keep 
any of your own.” 

One morning we girls were boasting among ourselves 
of our abilities as packers. Hattie, my room-mate, 
thought she could pack a trunk the quickest, while I 
claimed I could pack one with the least injury to the 
contents. Miss Couldock, hearing us, exclaimed, laugh¬ 
ingly : “ Oh, girls, poor pa could give you all points at 
that work, while his manner of unpacking is so original, 
so swift, and so thorough, I think I should explain it to 
you. . First, I must tell you, that that slight bow to pa’s 
legs is an annoyance to him on every occasion of life, 
save that of unpacking his trunks, then it is of great con¬ 
venience. You see, the trunks are brought up and 
dumped in the room. They don’t have any locks, be¬ 
cause * poor pa,’ always losing the keys, has to kick the 
locks off during the first week that he owns them. Next 
they are unstrapped and opened, then pa yanks off the 
top spread from the bed and lays it open on the middle 
of the floor; then he takes his place before the first trunks 
straddles his feet well apart (see, now, how useful that 
bow becomes), and fires every single garment the trunk 
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contains between his legs and on to the quilt. Having 
emptied the trunks with lightning swiftness, he claps 
down their covers for the rest of the week. Whenever 
he wants anything for the theatre, he straddles the pile 
on the quilt, and paws it wildly, but rapidly over, pull¬ 
ing out a shoulder-cape here, a doublet yonder, one boot 
from the top and its mate from the bottom — all these 
he pitches into the theatre-basket, and is happy for that 
day. When the week is over, pa dumps into the nearest 
trunk all it will hold, and what’s left over is pitched en 
masse into the next one. If there is any difficulty in 
closing the trunks he don’t waste time in trying to re¬ 
arrange the things. There is such beautiful simplicity 
in all pa’s actions, he just gets up and walks — well, 
perhaps stamps a little on the contents, until the lid 
closes quite nicely, for he is a very quick packer, is pa, 
though it’s just possible that his method in some degree 
may explain his generally rumpled appearance on the 
stage. What should you think about it, girls ? ” 

The old gentleman was always very kind to me and 
had the oddest pet name for me I ever heard. He used 
to hail me with: “ Where’s my crummie girl ? Well, 
Crummy, how are you ? ” 

In answer to my amazed look, he explained one day 
that it was a Yorkshire term, and meant “ plump or 
round faced.” The only time he ever cursed me was 
when he gave me the cue in the wrong place, as he 
openly admitted, and I went on too soon in consequence. 
Aside, he swore so the air seemed blue — my legs shook 
under me. I did not know whether to speak or not. He 
rose, and putting his arm about me, he led me off the 
stage (I was playing his daughter), and as we crossed 
the stage, this is what he said — the words in paren¬ 
theses being asides to me, the other words being aloud 
for the audience: 

“ (What in h—11!) My little one! (you double d—n 
fool!) My bird, what brings you here? (Yes, what the 
blankety, blankety, blanknation does bring you here, 
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mmie girl?) (Jet back to your nest, dearie 1 (and 
? there, d--n you !) M as he gently pushed me off the 
;t\ Next day when the prompter showed him his 
>r lie admitted it at once. 

le knew much sorrow and trouble, and before that 
long streak of good fortune came to him, in New 
rk, in ** iiazel Kirke," he knew a time of bitter pov- 
c. Eliza had died — a sweet and noble woman— and 
loss was terrible to him. 1 was just winning success 
; lie Hast when 1 was dtnnfounded one day at seeing 
„ Gmldock standing, bowed and broken, before me, 
**ig me for help. 

star — dear < #od! could such things happen to a 

~ ? 1 was so hurt for him, for his broken pride. When 
Mild speak, 1 simply told him my salary, and that two 
y mother ami myself 1 were trying to live on it. 
>li! 11 hr cried, M c runtime girl, why don't you demand 
tr rights; your name is on everyone’s bps, yet you 
hungry! Shall I sj*eak for you i M 
hmr old gentleman, 1 could not let him go empty 
%\\ 1 took one-half t >f my rent-money and handed it 

riitit. I dam! not ask my landlady to favor me fur* 
r than that, fits face lighted up radiantly— it might 
c* Item hundreds from his look. " Dearie! M he said, 
11 pay this hack to the {Mirny. You can ill spare it, I 
that, rtiitmtisr girl, but, oh, my lass, it’s worse to 
another hungry than it is to hunger yourself. Ill 
■ it lack!** llts eyes filled, he paused long, then he 
l» pathetically: " Some time, erummie girl, some 

t*! M 

*f * landlady granted me grace. Months passed away 
rtttfty of them waves went over me sometimes,^but 
y receded ftrfcire my breath was quite gone. Things 
" 4 r Iwiteriiig a little, and then one day, when I rattle 
nr from work, n tiuiti had tailed in my absence -—an 
man, who had left this little packet, and, oh! he hud 
ti so anxious for its safety! 

<tjirtirtl if to find $** 5 , all in hills of ones and two#* 
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Such a pathetic story those small bills told — they were 
for the crummie girl, “ With the thanks of the obliged, 
Charles W. Couldock.” 

He had kept his word; he was the only man in this 
profession who ever repaid me one dollar of borrowed 
money. Mr. Couldock was like some late-ripening fruit 
that requires a touch of frost for its sweetening. In his 
old age he mellowed, he became chaste of speech, his 
acting of strong, lovable old men was admirable. He was 
honored by his profession in life and honestly mourned 
in death — he would not have asked more. 


CHAPTER NINETEENTH 


I Come to a Turning-Point in my Dramatic Life—I play 
my First Crying Part with Miss Sallie St. Clair. 

W E were in Columbus;things were moving along 
smoothly and quietly, when suddenly that inci¬ 
dent occurred which had the power to change 
completely my dramatic prospects, while at the same time 
it convinced the people about me, in theatrical parlance, 
my head was “ well screwed on/’ meaning it was not to 
be turned by praise. 

Miss Sallie St. Clair was the star of the week, and she 
was billed to appear on Friday and Saturday nights in 
an adaptation of “ La Maison Rouge.” I am not cer¬ 
tain as to the title she gave it, but I think it was “ The 
Lone House on the Bridge.” She was to play the dual 
characters — a count and a gypsy boy. The leading 
female part Mrs. Ellsler declined, because she would not 
play second to a woman. The young lady who had been 
engaged for the juvenile business (which comes between 
leading parts and walking ladies) had a very poor study, 
and tearfully declared she simply could not study the part 
in time — “ No — no! she co — co — could not, so now! ” 
There, then, was Blanche’s chance. The part was sen¬ 
timental; tearful, and declamatory at the last, a good 
part — indeed, what is vulgarly known to-day as a “ fat ” 
part, “ fat ” meaning lines sure to provoke applause. 

Mrs. Bradshaw, who was herself ever ready to oblige 
her manager, could not serve him in this instance, as the 
part was that of a very young heroine, but she gladly 
offered her daughter’s services in the emergency. So 
sending for her to come to the theatre, the mother awaited 
her arrival. She was very ambitious for Blanche, who 
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had absolutely no ambition for herself, outside of music, 
and here was the double opportunity of playing a lead¬ 
ing part, next to the star, and of obliging the manager 
just at the time when contracts for the next season were 
in order of consideration. No girl could help grasping 
at it eagerly, and while Blanche studied the part, she, 
the mother, would baste up some breadths of satin she 
had by her into a court dress. As she thus happily 
planned it all Blanche sauntered in to inform her mother 
and her manager that she would not do the part. Would 
not, mind you; she did not condescend to claim she could 
not. Poor Mrs. Bradshaw drew her heavy veil over her 
face with a shaking hand and moved silently away, only 
waiting to reach the friendly privacy of her own room 
before yielding to the tears caused by this cruel indiffer¬ 
ence to her wishes and to their mutual welfare. 

Mr. Ellsler then tried, in vain, to. induce Blanche to 
undertake the part. He tried to bribe her, promising 
certain gifts. He tried to arouse her pride — he abso¬ 
lutely commanded her to take the part. 

“ Oh, very well, if you like/’ she answered, “ but I'll 
spoil the play if I do, you know! ” And indeed he did 
“ know ” what she was capable of in the line of mischief; 
and, knowing, gave her up in angry despair. There was 
then but one chance left for the production of the play, 
to give the part to one of the ballet-girls. 

And Mr. Ellsler, who felt a strong friendship for the 
brave, hard-working, much-enduring Miss St. Clair and 
her devoted if eccentric husband, said, gently: “ Fm 
sorry, Sallie, but it's no fault of mine; you know I can't 
give memories to these two women, who say they can't 
study the part. The girl I want to offer it to now will 
speak the words perfectly to the last letter, and that’s all 
we can expect of her, but that’s better than changing 
the bill.” 

Then I was called. I adored Miss St. Clair, as every¬ 
one else did. I heard, I saw the long part, but instead 
of the instant smiling assent Mr. Ellsler expected, I 
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shook my head silently. Miss St. Clair groaned, Mr. 
Barras snuffled loudly, and stammered: “ W — what did 
you expect, if the others can't study it, how can she? " 

“ Oh/' I answered, “ I can study the lines, Mr. Bar¬ 
ras, but," big tears came into my eyes, I was so sorry to 
disappoint the lovely blond star, “ it's — it’s a crying 
part — a great lady and a crying part! I — I — oh, if 
you please, I can't cry. I can laugh and dance and sing 
and scold, but I don't know how to cry; and look here," 
I caught up the part and fluttered over the leaves and 
pointed to the oft-repeated word “ weeps — weeps," “ and, 
Miss St. Clair," I excitedly finished, “ I can't weep, and 
I won't have a stitch of clothes for her back either! " 

All three hearers burst out laughing. Miss St. Clair 
was in radiant good-humor in an instant. She dried my 
eyes, and said: “ Child, if you really can study that long 
part, and just walk through it after only one rehearsal, 
you will be a very clever little girl. You need not try 
to act, just give me the lines and hold a handkerchief to 
your eyes when tears are called for. You shall have one 
of my prettiest dresses for the court scene, and I guess 
you have a white muslin of your own for the garden 
scene, have not you ? " 

I had, yes, and so I went home, heavy-hearted, to un¬ 
dertake the study of my first crying part. 

Good heavens! In spite of this memory, I catch my¬ 
self wondering was there ever a first one — did I ever 
do anything else. For it seems to me I have cried steadily 
through all the years of my dramatic life. Tears gentle, 
regretful; tears petulant, fretful; tears stormy, pas¬ 
sionate; tears slow, despairing; with a light patter, now 
and then, of my own particular brand, kept for the ex¬ 
pression of my own personal troubles — very bitter, 
briny tears they are, and I find that a very few answer 
my purpose nicely. 

Miss St. Clair, who was tall as well as fair, had meas¬ 
ured the length of my skirt in front, so that she might 
have one of her dresses shortened for me during the 
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1 _ri,,,, leaving' me all the time possible for study. 

afternoon, thu a S words by heart, I began to study 

SfrSef It wls an excellent acting part, very 
0 ee^and Snderly paThetic in the first act, very pas¬ 
sionate and fierce in the secondhand the better^ radw- 

my^roVofT^y 8 room-mate tried to comfort me. 
« Think,” she cried, “ of wearing one of Miss St. Clair s 
own dresses! I’ll wager it will be an awful nice one, 
too, since you are obliging her, and she is always kind, 

an But y that leaden weight at my heart was too great for 
gratified vanity to lift. “Bother the tears, she added; 
“ I heard Mr. Barras say the tears of all actresses were 

in their handkerchiefs/’ <( 

“ Oh yes, I heard him, too,” I answered, but he was 
just talking for effect. There must be something else, 
something more. You can’t move anyone’s heart by 
showing a handkerchief.” . t 

“Well,” she exclaimed, a bit impatiently, what do 
you want to do? You don’t expect to shed real tears, 
do you ? ” 

“ N-n-no! ” I hesitated, “ not exactly that, but there’s 
a tone —a —Hattie, last Wednesday, when you quar¬ 
relled with young Fleming —I was not present, you 
know— but that night, a half-hour after our light was 
out, you spoke to me in the darkness, and I instantly 
asked you why you were crying and if you had been 
quarrelling, though you had not even reached the sobbing 
stage yet. Now how did I know you were crying? ” 

“ I don’t know — anyway I had no handkerchief,” she 
laughed; “you heard it maybe in my voice.” 

“ Yes,” I answered, eagerly, “ that was it. That curi¬ 
ous veiling of the voice. Oh, Hattie, if I could only get 
that tone, but I can’t, I’ve tried and tried 1 ” 

“ Why,” she exclaimed, “ you’ve got it now — this very 
moment! ” 

“Yes,” I broke in impatiently, and turning to her a 
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pair of reproachful, tear-filled eyes, “ yes, but why ? be¬ 
cause I’m really crying, with the worry and the disap¬ 
pointment, and, oh, Hattie, the fright! ” 

And the landlady, a person who always lost one shoe 
when coming up-stairs, announced dinner, and I shud¬ 
dered and turned my face away. Hattie went down, 
however, and bringing all her blandishments to bear upon 
the head of the establishment, secured for me a cup of 
coffee — that being my staff in all times of trouble or of 
need, and then we were off to the theatre, Hattie kindly 
keeping at my side for companionship or help, as need 
might be. 

I did not appear in the first act, so I had plenty of time 
to receive my borrowed finery — to try it on, and then 
to dress in my own white muslin, ready for my first at¬ 
tempt at a crying part. It was a moonlit scene. Miss 
St. Clair, tall, slender, elegant, looked the young French 
gallant to the life in her black velvet court dress. I had 
to enter down some steps from a great stone doorway. 
I stood, ready to go on. I wore a mantilla with my mus¬ 
lin. I held a closed fan in my hand. My heart seemed 
to suffocate me — I thought, stupidly, “Why don’t I 
pray? ” but I could not think of a single word. I heard 
the faint music that preceded my entrance — a mad panic 
seized me. I turned and dashed toward the street-door. 
Mr. Ellsler, who had just made his exit, caught me by 
the skirts. “Are you mad, girl?” he cried; “go back 
— quick — quick! I tell you — there’s your cue! ” 

Next moment, tremulous but smiling, I was descend¬ 
ing the steps to meet the counterfeit lover awaiting me. 
My head was on his breast and my arm stealing slowly 
about his neck before I knew that the closed fan in my 
hand was crushed into fragments and marks of blood 
showing between my clinched fingers. My first lines 
were simply recited, without meaning, then the tender 
words and courtly manners aroused my imagination. 
The glamour of the stage was upon me. The frightened 
actress ceased to exist — I was the Spanish girl whose 
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long-mourned lover had returned to her; and there was 
something lacking in the greeting, some tone of the voice, 
some glance of the eye seemed strange, alien. There 
was more of ardor, less of tenderness than before. My 
lips trembled; suddenly I heard the veiled,, pathetic tone 
I had all day striven for in vain, and curiously enough 
it never struck me that it was my voice — no! it was 
the Spanish girl who spoke. My heart leaped up in my 
throat with a great pity, tears rushed to my eyes, fell 
upon my cheeks. There was applause — of course, was 
not Miss St. Clair there? Suspicion arose in my mind 
— grew. I bethought me of the saving of my life on 
that stolen day passed in the forest long ago.. I took my 
lover's hand and with pretty wiles drew him into the 
moonlight. Then swiftly stripping up the lace ruffles, 
showed his arm smooth and unblemished by any scar, 
and with the cry: “ You are not Pascal de la Garde!" 
stood horror-stricken. 

The moment the curtain fell Miss St. Clair sprang to 
me, and taking my face between her hands, she cried: 
“ You would move a heart of stone! ” She wiped her 
eyes, and turning to her husband, said: “ Good God! 
she's a marvel! " 

“ No, no!" he snuffled, “ not yet, Sallie; but she's a 
marvel in embryo!" He patted me on the shoulder. 

“ You have a fortune somewhere between your throat 
and your eyes, my girl — you have, indeed! " 

And then I rushed to don my borrowed robes for the 
next act, and stared stupidly when Hattie said: “ What 
lovely applause you got, Clara, and you so frightened ; 
you shook all over when you went on, we could see you." 

But I was too excited over what was yet to be done 
really to comprehend her words. When I saw myself 
in the glass I was delighted. The open robe of pale blue 
satin, brocaded with silver, was lifted at the sides with 
big bunches of blush and deep-pink roses over a white 
satin. petticoat. I wore a high Spanish comb, a white 
mantilla, a pink rose over the ear, after the national 
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fashion, and a great duster of roses at my breast, and 
for the first time I felt the subtle joy that emanates from 
beautiful and becoming garments. The fine softness of 
the rich fabric was pleasant to my touch — its silken rus¬ 
tle was music to my ear. Miss J5t. Clair had lent me of 
her best, and as I saw it all reflected there, I thought 
how easy it must be for the rich to be good and happy, 
never dreaming that the wealthy, who to escape ennui 
and absolute idleness sometimes did wrong simply be¬ 
cause there was nothing else to do, might think in turn, 
ah! bow easy it must be for the jxwr to be good and 
happy. 

But the overture ended abruptly. 1 gathered up my 
precious drajHTies an*! ran to the entrance to be ready 
for my rue. The first sjx*crhes were cold, haughty, and 
satirical. The gypsy who was j»ersonating my (lead lover 
had deceived everyone else, even the half-blind old mother 
had accepted him as her son, though declaring him greatly 
changed in temj>rr and in manner. But I, the sweetheart, 
was nut convinced, and ignoring the advice of the high¬ 
est at the court, was fighting the adventurer with the 
courage of despair. 

As the scene went on, the stage hands (carjK'ntcrs, gas¬ 
men, seem* shifters, etc ,) began to gather in the en¬ 
trances, always a sign of something unusual going on. 
1 saw them an ugly thought sprang up in my mind. 
Ah, yes, they are there waiting to see the ballet-girl fail 
in a leading j«*rt! An unworthy suspicion, I am sure, 
but it acted as a spur would have done upon art already 
excited horse, and with the same result, loss of self 
control. 

In the denunciation of the adventurer as a murderer 
and a jtersonator of his own victim my passion rose to a 
|<erfeet fury. I swept the stage, storming, raging, fear¬ 
ing nothing under heaven but the jxtssible esca|>c of the 
wretch I hated! Vaguely I noted the manager reaching 
far over a balcony to see me I didn't care even for the 
manager. The audience burst into t remem loti s applause; 
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I didn’t care for that either, I only wanted to see a rapier 
i Q Q t, nf the oale, sneering man before me. 

g™?'».S rales? People static-the 

sLrtwSe forgot her lines. It was not correct it was 
not artistic work. She, the part, was a great lady, and 
£vL her passion should have been partially restrained; 
but I, who played her, a ballet-girl earning $5 a week, 
what could you expect, pray, for the price. Certainly 
Tot polish or refinement. But the genuine feeling, the 
absolute sincerity, and the crude power lavished upon 
the scene delighted the audience and created a very real 

SC The curtain fell. Miss St. Clair took me into her kind 
arms and, without a word, kissed me heartily The ap¬ 
plause went on and on. She caught my hand and said, 
« Come! ” As she led me to the curtain, I suddenly 
realized her intention, and a very agony of bashfulness 
seized upon me. I struggled frantically. Oh, don t! 

I begged. “ Oh, please, I’m nobody, they won’t like it. 
Miss St. Clair.” 

She motioned the men to pull back the curtain, and 
she dragged me out before it with her. The applause 
redoubled. Shamed and stupid, I stood there, my chin 
on my breast. Then I heard the laugh I so admired 
(Miss St. Clair had a laugh that the word merry de¬ 
scribes perfectly), her arm went about my neck, while 
her fingers beneath my chin lifted my face till I met her 
smiling glance and smiled back at her. Then the audi¬ 
ence burst into a great laugh, and bowing awkwardly to 
them and to her, I backed off, out of sight, as quickly 
as I could; she, bowing like a young prince, followed 
me. But again they called, and again the generous woman 
took me with her. 


And that was the first time I ever experienced the 
honor of going before the curtain with a star. I sup¬ 
posed I had received the highest possible reward for my 
night’s work; I forgot there were such things as news¬ 
papers in the town, but I was reminded of their existence 
the next day. 
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iirvrr was I so astonished. Such notices as 
veil id tin* jierformance, and what was particu- 
% e!t iijwni, think you? Why, the tears. 41 Real 
'fears that left streaks on the girl's cheeks! M 
t * papery M Who is she— have yon seen her — 
Jrrfttl Columbus fallti-girl, who wins tears with 
# #I ones, 11 m ? asked another. 

ashamed. 1 was afraid jteople would make fun 
I the theatre. At the l* »x-office window that day 
-Ppie were asking: M That girl that made the hit 
0 l, is she really tine of the ballet, or is it just a 
/ effect ?" 

women asked, anxiously: ** Will that girl cry 

tin you think ? ° 

* very <4f,mg«\ I hie paper had a quieter article; 
of a rough diamond — of an earnest, honest 

i*f addressing spmdiea directly to the character, 
*»f to the audience, as did many of the older 
Jt claimed a future, a fair, bright future for the 
v could so thoroughly put herself in another's 
nil declared it would watch with interest the 
if* of no remarkable a ballet girl, 
o*e how oddly we human dice are shaken about* 

ft _ ' J* ** ... « .. .. # . * A . 
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army. Bright, energetic, almost attaining perpetual mo¬ 
tion in his own person, ambitious John A. Cockerill 
just then served in the double capacity of a messenger in 
the House and reporter on a paper. ^ Diphtheria, which 
was almost epidemic that winter, visited the staff of the 
paper he was on, and in consequence he was temporarily 
assigned to its dramatic work — thus he wrote another 
of the notices of my first venture in the tearful drama. 
Every day these two men were in the State-house — 
every day I walked through its grounds on my way to 
and from the theatre — each quite unconscious of the 
others. 

But old Time shakes the box and casts the dice so 
many, many times, groupings must repeat themselves 
now and again, so it came about that after years filled 
with hard work and fair dreams, another shake of the 
box cast us down upon the table of Life, grouped to¬ 
gether again — but each man knew and served me now 
faithfully, loyally; each giving me a hand to pull me up 
a step higher. They hated each other bitterly, vindic¬ 
tively, as journalists have been known to do occasionally; 
and as I knew the noble qualities of both, what better 
reward could I give for their goodness to me than to 
clasp their hands together and make them friends ? It 
was not an easy task, it required finesse as well as cour¬ 
age, but *twas the kind of task a woman loves — if she 
succeeds, and I succeeded. 

They became friends, strong, earnest friends for the 
rest of their lives. Death severed the bond, if it is sev¬ 
ered ; I do not know, and they may not return to tell 
me — I only know that in the years that were to come, 
when each man headed a famous paper, Colonel John 
A. Cockerill, of the New York World, who wrote many 
a high word of praise for me when victory had at last 
perched on my banner, and Colonel Piatt, who with his 
brilliant wife made me known to many famous men and 
women in their hospitable Washington home, loved to 
recall that night in Columbus when, all unconsciously, 
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wc three came so near to each other, only to drift apart 
for years and come together again. 

And once I said, “ like motes,” and Donn Piatt swiftly 
added, ” and a sunbeam/' and both men lifted their 
glasses and, nodding laughingly at me, cried: “ To the 
sunbeam! ” while Mrs. Piatt declared, “ That’s a very 
pretty compliment," but to me the unanimity of thought 
between those erstwhile enemies was the prettiest thing 
about it. 

But even so small a success as that had its attendant 
shadows, as 1 soon found. Though I was then boarding, 
with Hattie McKee for my room-mate, I felt I still owed 
a certain duty and respect to Mrs. Bradshaw. Therefore, 
when this wonderful thing happened to me, I thought 
I ought to go and tell her all about it. I went; she gave 
me a polite, unsmiling good-morning and pointed to a 
chair. I felt chilled. Presently she remarked, with a 
small, forced laugh: “ You have become so great a per¬ 
son, I scarcely expected to see you here to-day.” 

I looked reproachfully at her, as I quietly answered: 
“ But you see 1 am here; ” then added, “ I did not think 
you would make fun of me, Mrs. Bradshaw, I only tried 
to do my best,” 

“ Oh, she replied, “ one does not make fun of very 
successful jK-ople.” 

I turned away to hide my filling eyes, as I remarked: 
” Perhaps I’d better go away now.” 

I moved toward the door, wounded to the heart. I 
had thought she would Ik* so pleased — you see, I was 
young yet, and sometimes very stupid ■— I forgot she had 
a daughter. But suddenly she called to me in the old, 
kindly voice I was so used to: “ Come back, Clara,” she 
cried, “ come hack! It’s mean to punish you for an¬ 
other's fault. My dear, I congratulate you; you have 
only proved what 1 have long believed, that you have in 
you the making of a fine actress. But when I think who 
had that same chance, and that it was deliberately thrown 
away,” her lips trembled, “I — well, it’s hard to bear. 
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Even all this to-do about you in the part does not raa 
her regret what she has done.” 

Poor mother! I felt so sorry for her. I wished to | 
away then, I thought my presence was unpleasant, b 
she made me tell her all about the evening, and descri 
Miss St. Clair’s dress, and what everyone said and di 
Loyal soul! I think that was a self-inflicted penance f 
a momentary unkindness. 

Blanche gave me her usual kind greeting, and add< 
the words: “ Say, if I hadn’t given you the chance, y< 
couldn’t have been a big gun to-day. You know M 
Ellsler won’t dare to give you anything, but he wou 
have given me a nice present if I had done the part £ 
him. So after all I’ve lost, I think you might give n 
a new piece of chewing-gum, mine won’t snap or sques 
or stretch out or do anything, it’s just in its crumb 
old age.” 

I gave the new gum; so, now, if that success seer 
not quite square, if you think I made an unfair use i 
my funds in obtaining promotion, do please rememb 
that I was only an accessory after the act — not befo 
it. I am the more anxious this should be impressed upx 
your mind because that penny was the only one I ev 
spent in paying for advancement professionally. 

The second night of the “ Lone House ” was also tl 
last night of Miss St. Clair’s engagement, and when 
carried her blue-brocade gown back to her, eagerly ca 
ing attention to its spotless condition, she stood with h 
hand high against the wall and her head resting heavi 
upon her outstretched arm. It was an attitude of su 
utter collapse, there was such a wanness on her whi 
face that the commonplace words ceased to bubble ov 
my lips, and, startled, I turned toward her husbar 
Charles Barras, gentleman as he was by birth and bree 
ing, and one time officer in the American navy, was nev< 
theless in manner and appearance so odd that the sig 
or the sound of him provoked instant smiles, but tl 
night his eyes were a tragedy, filled they were wi 
an anguish of helpless love. 


CHARLES BARRAS i S i 

For a sad moment he gazed at her silently — then he 
was counting drops from a bottle, holding smelling-salts 
to her pinched nostrils, removing her ruling-boots, in¬ 
deed, deftly filling the place not only of nurse, but dress¬ 
ing-maid, ami as the wanness gradually faded from her 
weary face, bravely ignoring her own feelings, she made 
a little joke or two, then gave me hearty thanks for com¬ 
ing to her rescue, as she called it, praised my effort at 
acting, and asked me how I liked a crying part. 

"Oh. I don’t like it at all,” 1 answered. 

” Ah,” she sighed, “ we never like what we do best; 
that’s why 1 can never be contented in elegant light com¬ 
edy, but must strain and fret after dramatic, tragic, and 
pathetic parts — and to think that a young, untrained 

S irl should step out of obscurity and without an effort 
o what I have failed in all these years 1 ” 

1 stood aghast. ** Why — why. Miss St. Clair! ” I ex¬ 
claimed, " you have applause and applause every night 
of your life 1 ” 

" Oh,” she laughed, ” you foolish child, it’s not the 
applause I'm thinking of, hut something finer, rarer. 
You have won tears, my dear, a thing I have never done 
in all my life, and never shall, no, never, I see that now! ” 
“ I wish I had not! ” I answered, remorsefully and 
quite honestly, because I was quite young and unselfish 
yet, and I loved her, and she understood and leaned over 
and kissed my cheek, and told me not to bury my talent, 
but to make good use of it by and by when X was older 
and free to choose a line of business. “ Though,” she 
added, ** even here I’ll wager it’s few comedy parts that 
will come your way after to-night, young lady.” And 
then I left her. 

That same night I heard that a dread disease already 
abode with her, and slept and waked and went and came 
with her, and would not be shaken off, but clung ever 
closer and closer; and, oh 1 poor Diaries Barras l money 
might have saved her then - money right then might have 
saved this woman of his love, and God only knows how 
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desperately he struggled, but the money came not. Then, 
worse still, Sallie was herself the bread-winner, and though 
Mr. Barras worked hard, doing writing and translating, 
acting as agent, as nurse, as maid, playing, too, in a two- 
act comedy, “ The Hypochondriac/’ he still felt the sting 
of living on his wife’s earnings, and she had, too, a 
mother and an elder sister to support; therefore she 
worked on and disease worked with her. 

Charles Barras said, with bitter sarcasm in his voice: 
“ I-I-I always see m-my wife Sallie with a helpless 
woman over each shoulder, a-a-and myself on her back, 
like the 'old man of the sea/ a-a-a pretty heavy burden 
that for a sick woman to carry, my girl! ^ a-a-and a mighty 
pleasant picture for a man to have of his wife! A-a-and 
money — great God, money, right now, might save her 

— might save her! ” He turned suddenly from me and 
walked on to the pitch-dark stage. 

Poor Mr. Barras, I could laugh no more at his heel¬ 
less boots, his funny half-stammer, and his ancient wig, 
not even when I recall the memory of that blazing Sun¬ 
day in a Cincinnati Episcopal church, when, the stately 
liturgy over, the Reverend Doctor ascended the pulpit 
and, regardless of the suffering of his sweltering hearers, 
droned on endlessly, and Mr. Barras leaned forward, and 
drawing a large palm fan from the next pew’s rack, 
calmly lifted his wig off with one hand while with the 
other he alternately fanned his ivory bald head and the 
steaming interior of his wig. The action had an electrical 
effect. In a moment even the sleepers were alert, awake, 
a fact which so startled the preacher that he lost his place 

— hemmed — h-h-med, and ran down, found the place 
again, started, saw Barras fanning his wig, though pay¬ 
ing still most decorous attention to the pulpit, and be¬ 
fore they knew it they were all scrambling to their feet 
at “ Might, Majesty, and Power! ” — were scrabbling for 
their pockets at “ Let your light so shine,” for Mr. Barras 
had shortened the service with a vengeance; hence the 
forgiving glances cast upon him as he carefully replaced 
his wig and sauntered forth. 
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Stwiual^tar^after that night in Columbus, when I had 
reached New York and was rehearsing for my first ap- 
pcaramv ilim*, 1 one morning heard hasty, shuffling steps 
foil owing itit\ and before 1 could enter the stage-door, 
a familiar M Ero-ro*r Clara, Clara! ** stopjwd me, and I 
turned to face the wealthy author of the " Black Crook ** 
— Mr. diaries Harms, There he stood in apparently 
the saute heel less cloth gaiters, the same empty-looking 
black alpaca sun, the clumsy turned-over collar that was 
an integral {art of the shirt and not separate from it, the 
big black satin handkerchief-tie that lie had worn years 
ago, but the face, how bloodless, shrunken, lined, and 
sorrowful it linked beneath the adamantine youth fulness 
of that rlirvfmii wig! 

" Ihl don't you know me? M he asked. 

" \V* t of course I do,* 1 1 answered as I took his hand* 
'* \V well then don 1 ! run away — er-er it’s against 
limn r religion, or decency to turn your back on a rich 
man. Ibthdndgc the jmor, Clara, my girl! but never 
turn y*»nr back on a man with money! M 

1 was {Mined; probably I looked so. He went on: 
** LI Vm rich now, 1 ’lira. I've got a fine marine villa, 
and in $f arc an old, old dog ami a d\ing old woman. 
Hire Imtli Iwdotiged to my Sallie, and so 111 keep hold of 
Vm as long a* I can, for her sake. A-staffer they go I " 
hr turned Ins brad a wav, be looked up at the I>cautiful 
blue indifference of the sky, his fare seemed to tremble all 
over, hi*, even came back, and lie muttered: “ W w we’ll 
fM*r~w ? w well see what will happen then. But, Clara, 
you mirffittrf that time when money could have saved 
iter? The money I receive In one week now, if 1 could 
have had it fling dir, Sallie, might he over there on 
Broadway n*»w having the frills and furbelows she loved 
and needed, to**, and couldn’t have The little boots and 
dijftjns von rriitnnber SallieV instep? Had to haw 
tier *ht*'*v <«* otdrr always,** hr sloped, hr pressed his 
lips tight together for a moment, then suddenly he hurst 
citit: M By find, when a man struggles hard all his life. 
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it’s a damn rough reward to give him a handsome coffin 

for his wife!” . . , , ,. . 

Oh poor rich man! how my heart ached for him. A 
tear slipped down my cheek; he saw it. " D-d-don’t! ” 
he said, “ d-don’t, my girl, she can t come back, and it 
hurts her to have anyone grieve. I want you to come 
and see me, when you get settled here, a-a-and I wish 
you a great big success. My Sallie liked you, she spoke 
often of you. I-I-I’ll let you know how to get out there, 
and I-I-ril show you her dog — old Belle, and you can 
stroke her, and er-er sit in Sallie’s chair a little while 
perhaps —and er —don’t, my girl, don’t cry, she can’t 
come back, you know,” and shaking my hands he left 
me, thinking I was crying for Sallie, who was safe at 
rest and had no need of tears, while instead they were 
for himself — so old, so sad, so lonely, such a poor rich 
man f Did he know then how near Death was to him ? 
Some who knew him well believe unto this day that the 
fatal fall from the cars was no fall, but a leap — only 
God knows. 

I never paid the promised visit — could find no oppor¬ 
tunity — and I never saw him again, that eccentric man, 
devoted husband, and honest gentleman, Charles Barras. 



CHAPTER TWENTIETH 

I Have to Pass through Ritter Humiliation to Win High 
Encomium* from Herr Bandmann; white Edwin Booth’s 
Kindness Fills the Theatre with Pink Clouds, and I 
Float Thereon. 


O CCASIONALLY one person united two ‘lines 
of business,” as in the case of Mrs. Bradshaw, 
who played " old women ’’ and “ heavy business ” 
both, and when anything happened to disqualify such a 
person for work the inconvenience was of course very 
great. Mrs. Bradshaw, as I have said before, was very 
stout, hut her frame was delicate in the extreme, and her 
slender ankles were unable to hear her great weight, anti 
one of them broke. ()f course that meant a long lying 
up in dry d*-ek for her, ami any amount of worry for ever 
so many other jiroplc. Right in the middle of her im- 
nmonmrnt came the engagement of the German actor, 
Herr Daniel Bandmann. Hr was to open with " I lam- 
let," and, gracious Heaven 1 I was cast for the Queen- 
mother. It took a good deal in the way of being asked 
to do strange parts to startle me, !mt the Queen-mother 
did it. I was just nicely past sixteen, but even I dared 
not yet lav claim to seventeen, ami I was to go on the 
stage for the serious Shakespearian mother of a star. 

*' (>h, I couldn't 1 ” 

“Can't Is* helped ~no one else," growled Mr. Ellsler. 
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After that cast, however, I would gladly have deferred 
the pleasure. The dreaded morning came. Mr. Band- 
mann, a very big man, to my frightened eyes looked 
gigantic. He was dark-skinned, he had crinkly, flowing 
hair, his eyes were of the curious red-brown color of a ripe 
chestnut. He was large of voice, and large of gesture. 
There was a greeting, a few introductions, and then re¬ 
hearsal was on, and soon, oh! so soon, there came the 
call for the Queen. I came forward. He glanced down 
at me, half smiled, waved his arm, and said: “ Not you, 
not the Player-Queen, but Gertrude.” 

I faintly answered: “ I’m sorry, sir, but I have to play 
Gertrude.” 

“ Oh, no you won’t! ” he cried, “ not with me! ” He 
was furious, he stamped his feet, he turned to the man¬ 
ager: “What’s all this infernal nonsense? I want a 
woman for this part! What kind of witches’ broth are 
you serving me, with an old woman for my Ophelia, and 
an apple-cheeked girl for my mother! She can’t speak 
these lines! she, dumpling face! ” 

Mr. Ellsler said, quietly: “There is sickness in my 
company. The heavy woman cannot act ; this young girl 
will not look the part, of course, but you need have no 
fear about the lines, she never loses a word.” 

“ Curse the words! It is, that that little girl shall not 
read with the sense one line, no, not one line of the 
Shakespeare!” his English was fast going in his rage. 

Mr. Ellsler answered: “ She will read the part as well 
as you ever heard it in your life, Mr. Bandmann.” And 
Mr. Bandmann gave a jeering laugh, and snapped his 
fingers loudly. 

It was most insulting, and I felt overwhelmed with 
humiliation. Mr. Ellsler said, angrily: “ Very well, as 
I have no one else to offer you, we will close the theatre 
for the night! ” 

But Mr. Bandmann did not want to close — not he. 
So, after swearing in German for a time, he resumed 
rehearsal, and when my time came to speak I could 





And let thine eye look like a friend on Denmark; 


He lifted 1 m iieatl suddenly ~ I went on; 

** Do- not, for ever, with thy veiled lids 

Seek for thy noble father in the dust/* 

He exclaimed, surprisedly; *’ So! so!” as I continued 
my speech. Now in this country, M So — so! ” h a term 
applied to restless cows at milking-time, and the devil 

(if ridicule, never lung at rest in my mind, suddenly 
wakened, m that when i had to say ; 

** Let ml thy mother lose tier prayers, Hamlet: 

1 pray thee, stay with us; go ml m Wittenberg/* 

am! Mr. Ibtmiimiiit smilingly cried; M So! so! ” and I 
swiftly added the word M Hussy*’* and every soul on the 
stage broke into laughter. He saw he was laughed at, 
and it took a whole week's time and an dalxirate explana¬ 
tion, to rliable him to grasp the jest —hut when he got 
a good hold of it, he ho! ho! Imwicd and staimml and 
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hxs shoulders, and made me fed rS^ 1 ' S , hru ^ 
And when one considers that withnnf *?J ce ar *d happy, 
have dosed or changed theatre TO 
for he infliction, one feels heCs u^i! ° ne .,P ities him 
Well, all went quietly until the closer essan ^ unkind. 
?T/*V he and the GAorf If :f Cene — between 

and he had some very effective hn«in» 1S J l .& rea t scene, 
mann in Hamlet. /*£?hlrdto *1 1 W 

and terror. The anZ . ard to show sh ame, nride 
fell, and - wh^whS ,“n r^ ra P t "f°“»- The curtain 
Pening to me? 7 ’ 3t ’ “ the name heaven, was hap" 

I 's“ «fr; when 

crackling sound of breaking •''bosom, with a 

a whirlwind of “ Himmels ”” ‘^r!S? n i’?» earl beads, and in 

“ r\u y eyes - Then disiointed 0n my 

Oh, you so great, you kleini , n ? 1,sh came forth • 
maker of the fraud ~ you so you 

are fire—y ou have pride — vou l r»° b ° d / 1 ach! you 
have shame J” More kisses 2L are a who 

the audience was sti? * *TOd 

He grasped my hand, he draped m n U ) ' and heartily, 
he bowed, he waved his hanfPu m , e before the curtain 
my shoulders. 1118 hands ' he ^rew one arm aft 
Good Lord! ,J> J thought “ h** • 

olT-r 111 -™ here ^s'he? h '’and T K° ing 1° do * 

It waf 1 vef iCkly r aS P oss *bie. ^ 1 b< * an Peking 

wounds —such J sSess thlt^b f t0 - appIy to m y 
been so much pleasanter not to but - lt: woul d have 

m the first place. n0t to have rec «ved the wound 
. ”""• Bandmann’s best work- T ft,; < 

" ,s T se - His Hamlet seemedfo mSo^ 8 d , 0I i e in “ Nar- 
fuid^f Say Sa If Ham/rfhad had all ^ol°? ramatic ~ 







And just one little month after the departure of the 

impetuous Ciertnati, who should \m announced hut Mr. 
Edwin I loot h. I felt itiy eyes growing wider as I read 

in the east, (Jmvn (krtrmk ^ Miss Mmris,** Uncle 

Dick, lietmtd tm\ said; " Would you like me to d—n 
poor Ilriiffs lames for you, Clara? It's hard lines on 

you, and that's a fact f ** 

44 Oh!” I thought, 41 why won't her blessed old fames 
mend themselves! she is not tuy* lint they are! oh, dear! 
oh, clear ! #f ami miserable lean slid down my checks all 
the way home, and moistened nattily my supper of crack¬ 
ers after l got there. 

I had succeeded before, oft, ves; but I emild not help 
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It was so humiliating to be forced, upon anyone, a« I 
should be forced upon Mr. Booth, since there was s 11 
no one but my “ apple-cheeked ” self to go on for t e 
Queen; and though I dreaded indignant complaint r 
disparaging remarks from him, I was honestly more t - 
happy over the annoyance this blemish on the cast wot I 
cause him. Well, it could not be helped, I should ha 2 
to bear a second cruel mortification, that was all. I p fc 
my four remaining crackers back in their box, brush 1 
up the crumbs, wiped my eyes, repeated my childish litl i 
old-time “ Now I lay me,” and went to sleep; only > 
dream of Mr. Booth holding out a hideous mask, ai l 
pressing me to have the decency to put it on before goii ; 
on the stage for Gertrude . 

When the dreaded Monday came, lo! a blizzard can : 
with it. The trains were all late, or stalled entirely. : 
rehearsed, but there was no Mr. Booth present. He wj 
held in a drift somewhere on the line, and at night, ther 
fore, we all went early to the theatre, so that if he can 
we would have time to go over the important scenes - 
or if he did not come that we might prepare for anoth< 
play. 

He came. Oh, how my heart sank! This would t 
worse for him even than it had been, for Mr. Bandmani 
for the latter knew of his disappointing Queen in th 
morning, and had time to get over the shock, but poc 
Mr. Booth was to receive his blow only a few minute 
before going on the stage. At last it came — the call. 

“ Mr. Booth would like to see you for a few moment 
in his room,” 

I went, I was cold all over. He was so tired, he woul 
be so angry. I tapped. I went in. He was dressed fo 
Hamlet , but he was adding a touch to his brows, an< 
snipping a little at his nails — hurriedly. He looked uj 
said “ Good-evening! ” rather absently, then stopped 
looked again, smiled, and waving his hand slightly, saic 
just in Bandmann’s very words: “ No, not you — no 
the Player^Queen — but Gertrude ” 
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Tears rushed to my eyes, my whole heart was in my 
voice as I gasped: “ I’m so sorry, sir, but I have to do 
Queen Gertrude . You see,” I rushed on, “ our heavy 
woman has a broken leg and can’t act.” 

A whimsical look, half smile, half frown, came over 
his face. That’s bad for the heavy woman,” he re¬ 
marked. 

“ Yes,” I acquiesced, “but, if you please, I had to do 
this part with Mr. Bandmann too, and —and —Til only 
worry you with my looks, sir, not about the words or 
business.” 

He rested his dark,.unspeakably melancholy eyes on 
my face, his brows raised and then knit themselves in 
such troubled wise as made me long to put an arm about 
his shoulders and assure him I wouldn’t be so awfully bad. 

Then he sighed and said: “Well, it was the closet- 
scene I wanted to speak to you about. When the Ghost ap¬ 
pears, you are to be—” . He stopped, a faint smile touched 
his lips, even reached his eyes; he laid down his scissors, 
and remarked, “ There’s no denying it, my girl, I look 
a great deal more like your father than you look like 
my mother — but,” he went on with his directions, and, 
considerate gentleman that he was, spoke no single un¬ 
kind word to me, though my playing of that part must 
have been a great annoyance to him, when added to hun¬ 
ger and fatigue. 

When the closet-scene was over, the curtain down, I 
caught up my petticoats and made a rapid flight room- 
ward. The applause was filling the theatre. Mr. Booth, 
turning, called after me: “You — er — Gertrude — er 
«— Queen! Oh, somebody call that child back here,” and 
someone roared: “ Clara — Mr. Booth is calling you! ” 

I turned, but stood still. He beckoned, then came to 
me, took my hand, and saying: “ My dear, we must not 
keep them waiting too long! ” led me before the curtain 
with him. I very slightly bent my head to the audience, 
whom I felt were applauding Hamlet only, but turned 
and bowed myself to the ground to him whose courtesy 
had brought me there. 
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When we came off he smiled amusedly, tapped me on 
the shoulder, and said: “ My Gertrude, you are very 
young, but you know how to pay a pretty compliment — 
thank you, child! " 

So, whenever you see pictures of nymphs or goddesses 
floating on pink clouds, and looking idiotically happy, 
you can say to yourself: “ That's just how Clara Morris 
felt when Edwin Booth said she had paid him a com¬ 
pliment." 

Yes, I floated, and I'll take a solemn oath, if necessary, 
that the whole theatre was filled with pink clouds the rest 
of that night — for girls are made that way, and they 
can't help it. 

In after years I knew him better, and I treasure still 
the little note he sent me in answer to my congratulation 
on his escape from the bullet fired at him from the gal¬ 
lery of the theatre in Chicago. A note that expressed 
as much gentle surprise at my “ kind thought for him," 
as though I only, and not the whole country, was rejoic¬ 
ing at his safety. 

He had a wonderful power to win love from other men 
— yes,, I use the word advisedly. It was not mere good- 
fellowship or even affection, but there was something so 
fine and true, so strong and sweet in his nature, that it 
won the love of those who knew him best. 

It would seem like presumption for me to try to add 
one little leaf to the tight-woven laurel crown he wore. 
Everyone knows the agony of his “ Fool’s Revenge," the 
damnable malice of his lago, the beauty and fire of An¬ 
tony, and the pure perfection of his Hamlet — but how 
many knew the slow, cruel martyrdom of his private 
life! which he bore with such mute patience that in my 
heart there is an altar raised to the memory of that Saint 
Edwin of many sorrows, who was known and envied by 
the world at large — as the great actor, Edwin Booth. 


I Digress* but I Return to the Columbus Engagement of 
Mr* and Mrs. Charles Kean—Their Peculiarities and 
Their Work. 

B EFORE one has 44 arrived/* it is astonishing how 
precious the simplest word of encouragement or 
of praise becomes, if given by one who has 41 ar¬ 
rived/* Not long ago a lady came up to me and said: 44 I 
am Mrs. IF- » # winch is, of course, Greek to you; but 
I want to thank you now for your great goodness to 
me years ago. I was in the ballet in a Chicago theatre. 
You were playing * Camille/ One day the actress who 
played Olympe was sick, and as I was, you said, the tall¬ 
est and the handsomest of the girls, you gave the part 
to me. I was wild with delight until the nervousness 
got hold of me, I was not strong — my stomach failed 
me; the girls thought that very funny, and guyed me 
unmercifully. I was surely breaking down. You came 
along, ready to go on, and heard them. 1 could scarcely 
stand. You said: * What’s the matter — are you ner¬ 
vous?* I tried to x(>eak t but only nodded. You took 
my hand and, stroking it, gently said, 4 Isn't it awful? * 
then, glancing at my tormentors, added, * but it’s noth¬ 
ing to be ashamed "of, and just as soon as you face 
the footlights all your courage will come hack to you, 
and, my dear, comfort yourself with the knowledge that 
the perfectly collected, self-satisfied beginner rarely at¬ 
tains a very"high position on the stage/ Oh, if you only 

I_f__ t^^^A -a - ... 
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laugh! don’t shake your head, please! Had I fail 
that night, don’t you see, I should never have had 
chance liven me again; while, having got through safe 
it was not long before I was pointed out as the girl wl 
had played Olympe with Miss Morris, and on the streng 
of that I was trusted with another part, and so crept < 
gradually; and now I want to thank you for the syr - 
pathy and kindness you showed me so long ago —ai 
though her warm gratitude touched me deeply, 1 h; l 
then —have now —no recollection whatever of the i: • 
cident she referred to, nor of ever having seen befo : 
her very handsome face. And so, no doubt, many i : 
whom I write, who from their abundance cast me a woi i 
of praise or of advice now and again, will have no men • 
ory of the largesse which I have cherished all these year 

Among my most treasured memories I find the gent 
words and astonishing prophecy of Mr. Charles Kea: 
That was the last visit to this country of Mr. and Mr 
Kean, and his memory was failing him grievously. H 
had with him two English actors, each of whom kne’ 
every line of all his parts, and their duty was, when o 
the stage or off, so long as Mr. Kean was before th 
house, to keep their eyes on him, and at the first sign c 
hesitancy on his part one of them gave him the neede 
word. Once or twice, when he seemed quite bewilderec 
Mr. Cathcart, turning his back to the audience, spok 
Mr. Kean’s entire speech, imitating his nasal tones to th 
life. 

But it was off the stage that the ancient couple wen 
most delightful. Ellen and Charles were like a pair o 
old, old love-birds — a little dull of eye, nor quite per 
feet in the preening of their somewhat rumpled plumage 
but billing and cooing with all the persistency and satis 
faction of their first caging. Their appearance upon th< 
street provoked amusement — sometimes even excitement 
I often saw drivers of drays and wagons pull up theii 
horses and stop in the crowded street to stare at them 
as they made their way toward the theatre. Mrs. Kean 


the time, while a sudden gasp from the front row or a 
groan from Mr, Cathcart announced a tilt and a revela¬ 
tion of heelless slippers and dead-white stockings, and 
in spite of his dignity Charles was not above a joke on 
Ellen’s hoop, for one rainy day, as she strove to enter a 
carriage dtxtr she stuck fast, and the hoop — mercy 1 It 
was well Mr. Kean was there to hold it down; but as a 
troubled voice front within said: “ I’m caught somc- 

hc -*-■•' ... 

Cl 


with antique coquetry, Mrs. Kean punished him by tweak¬ 
ing his ear when he squeezed in beside her. 

The Kean bonnet was the wonder of the town. It was 
a large coal-scuttle of white leghorn and at the back there 
was a sort of flounce of riblton which she called her “ bon- 
net-cajx* ”; drajted over it she wore a great, bright-green 
barege veil. But she was not half so funny as was her 
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tug. The street boys were a continual torment to him, 
t 














166 LIFE ON THE STAGE 

existence, even when her husband made short rushes i 
them with his gold-headed cane, and crying: u Go a-wa 

— you irreverent little brutes — go a-way!” and the 
puffed laboriously back to her again as she saile 
calmly on. 

One day a citizen caught one of the small savages 
and after boxing his ears soundly, pitched him into th 
alley-way, when the seemingly enraged little Englishmai 
said, deprecatingly: “ I — I wouldn’t hurt the littl 
beast — he — he hasn’t anyone to teach him any better 
you know — poor little beggar! ” and then he droppet 
behind for a moment to pitch a handful of coppers intc 
the alley before hurrying up to his wife’s side to boast o: 
the jolly good drubbing, the little monster had receivec 

— from which I gathered the idea that in a rage Charles 
would be as fierce as seething new milk. 

Everyone who knew anything at all of this actor knew 
of his passionate love and reverence for his great father. 
He used always to carry his miniature in Hamlet, using 
it in the “ Look here, upon this picture, then on this ” 
scene; but I knew nothing of all that when he first ar¬ 
rived to play engagements both in Cleveland and Colum¬ 
bus, but being very eager to see all I could of him, I 
came very early to the theatre, and as I walked up and 
down behind the scenes I caught two or three times a 
glint of something on the floor, which might have been 
a bit of tinsel; but finally I went over to it, touched it 
with my foot, and then picked up an oval gold case, with 
handsome frame enclosing a picture; a bit of broken 
ribbon still hung from the ring on top of the frame. I 
ran with it to the prompter, who knew nothing of it, but 
said there would soon be a hue and cry for it from some¬ 
one, as it was of value. “ Perhaps you’d better take it 
to Mr. Kean — it might be his.” I hesitated, but the 
prompter said he was busy and I was not, so I started 
toward the dressing-room the Keans shared together, 
when suddenly the door was flung open and Mr. Kean 
came out in evident excitement. He bumped against me 
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as he was crying: “ I say there — you — have you seen 
— oh, I — er beg your pardon! ” 

I also apologized, and added: “ If you please, sir, does 
this belong to you ? I found it behind the scenes.” 

He caught it from my hand, bent to look at it in the 
dim light, then, pressing it to his lips, exclaimed fer¬ 
vently : “ Thank the good God 1 ” He held up a length 
of broken black ribbon, saying: “ Hey, but you have 
played me a nice trick!" 1 understood at once that he 
used the locket in “ Hamlet,” and I ventured: “ If you 
can’t wear gold and your ribbon cuts, could you not have a 
silver chain oxidized for your ‘ property ’ picture, sir?” 
He chucked me under the chin, exclaiming: “ A good 
idea that — I — I'll tell Ellen of that; but, my dear, this 
is no ‘ property ’ locket — this is one of my greatest 

earthly treasures — it’s the picture of-” 

He stopped — he looked at me for quite a moment, 
then he said: “ You come here to the light.” I followed 
him obediently. ” Now can you tell me who that is a 
miniature of ? ” and he placed the oval case in my hands. 
I gave a glance at the curled hair, the beautiful profile, 
the broad turned-down collar, and smilingly exclaimed: 
” It’s Lord Byron 1 ” 

Good gracious, what was the matter with the little old 
gentleman 1 '* Ha I ha 1 ” he cried. “ Ha! ha! listen to 
the girl 1 ” He fairly pranced about; he got clear out 
on the dark stage and, holding out his hands to the empti¬ 
ness, cried again: “ Listen to the girl — Lord Byron, 
says she — at one glance! ” 

“ Well," I replied resentfully, “ it does look like 
Byront ” And he *' Ha! ha’d 1 ’* some more, and wij>ed 
his eyes ami said, " I must tell Ellen this. Come here, 
my dear, come here 1 ” He took my hand and led me 
to the dressing-nxim, crying: “ It's Charles, my dear — 

LL ,-JL — A^~ Y . T U 
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But on the old gentleman went: “And, Ellen, my 
dear, look at this girl here — just look at her. She found 
him for me, and I said, who is he — and she up and said — 
Ellen, are you listening? — said she,' It's Lord Byron! * ” 

“Did she now?’’ exclaimed Mrs. Kean, with pleased 
eyes. 

But I was getting mad, and I snapped a bit, I'm afraid, 
when I said: “ Well, I don't know who it is, but it does 
look like Byron — I'll leave it to anyone in the company 
if it doesn't! " 

“ Listen to her, Ellen! Hang me if she's not getting 
hot about it, too! " Then he came over to me, and in the 
gravest, gentlest tone said, “ It is like Byron, my girl, 
but it is not him — you found the picture of my beloved 
and great father, Edmund Kean," and he kissed me gently 
on the forehead, and said, “ Thank you — thank you! " 
and as Mrs. Kean came over and put her arm about me 
and repeated the kiss and thanks, Charles snuffled most 
distinctly from the corner where he was folding his 
precious miniature within a silk handkerchief. 

They were both at their very best in the tragedy of 
“ Henry VIII." Mr. Kean's Wolsey was an impressive 
piece of work, and to the eye he was as true a Cardinal 
as ever shared in an Ecumenical Council in Catholic 
Rome, or hastened to private audience at the Vatican 
with the Pope himself; and his superb robes, his priestly 
splendor had nothing about them that was imitation. 
Everything was real — the silks, the jewelled cross and 
ring, and as to the lace, I gasped for breath with sheer 
astonishment. Never had I seen, even in a picture, any¬ 
thing to suggest the exquisite beauty of that ancient web. 
Full thirty inches deep, the yellowing wonder fell over 
the glowing cardinal-red beneath it. I cannot remember 
how many thousands of dollars they had gladly given 
for it to the sisters of the tottering old convent in the 
hills, where it had been created long ago; and though it 
seemed so fragily frail and useless a thing, yet had it 
proved strong enough to prop up the leaning walls of 
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its old home, and spread a sound roof above the blessed 
altar there — m> strong sometimes is beauty’s weakness. 

And Mrs. Kean, what a Catherine she was! Surely 
nothing could have Item taken from the part, nothing 
added to it, without marring its perfection. In the earlier 
acts one seemed to catch a glimpse of that Ellen Tree 
who had Iteen a Itcauty as well as a popular actress when 
Charles Kean had come a-wooing. Her clear, strong 
features, her state!)' Waring were beautifully suited to 
the jwtrt of Chcch ( atherine. Her performance of the 
court scene was a liltcral education for any young actress. 
Her regal dignity, her pride, her passion of hatred for 
IVolsey hcltl in strong leash, yet now and again spring¬ 
ing tip fiercely. Her address to the King was a delight 
to the car, even while it moved one to the heart, and 
through the deep humility of her speech one saw, as 
through a veil, the stujtendous pride of the Spanish prin¬ 
cess, who knew herself the daughter of a king, if she 
were not the wife to one. With most pathetic dignity 
she gave her speech beginning: 

•* Sir, I desire you do me right and justice; ” 

maintaining jtcrfect self-control, until she came to the 

words; 


*■ — Sir, rail to mind 

That I have been your wife in this obedience 
Upward of twenty years and,-” 

Her voice faltered, the words trembled on her lips: 

•• have been blest 

With many children by you." 

In that painful pause one remembered with a pang that 
all those lattes were dead in infancy, save only the Prin¬ 
cess Mary. Then, controlling her emotion and lifting her 
head high, she went on to the challenge — if aught could 
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be reported against her honor. It was a great act, her 
passionate cry to Wolsey: 

“ -Lord cardinal, 

To you I speak/' 

thrilled the audience, while to his: 

"-Be patient yet,” 


her sarcastic: 


“ I will, when you are humble! '* 

cut like a knife, and brought quick applause. But best, 
greatest, queenliest of all was her exit, when refusing to 
obey the King’s command: 

“-Call her again/' 

for years one might remember those ringing words: 

“ I will not tarry: no, nor ever more, 

Upon this business, my appearance make 
In any of their courts/' 

It was a noble performance. Mr. Kean’s mannerisms 
were less noticeable in Wolsey than in other parts, and 
the scenes between the Queen and Cardinal were a joy 
to lovers of Shakespeare. 


CHAI*TER TWENTY-SECOND 

2 Hear Mrs. Kean’s Story of Wolsey’s Robe — I Laugh at 
an Extravagantly Kind Prophecy. 

F ROM the time 1 found the miniature and by acci¬ 
dent fed Mr. Kean's innocent vanity in his father’s 
likeness to Hymn, he made much of me. Evening 
after evening, in Columbus, he would have me come to 
their dressing room, for after the habit of the old-time 
actor, they came very early, dressed without flurry, and 
were ready before the overture was on. There they 
would tell me stories, and when Charles had a teasing fit 
rm him, he would relate with great gusto the awful dis¬ 
aster that onee overtook Kllen in a theatre in Scotland, 
"when she jdased a Swiss boy, my girl — and — and 
Iter breeches " 

“Now, Charles!” remonstrated Mrs. Kean, 

"Knee breeches, you know, my dear-” 

*' ( harles f *’ pleadingly, 

“Were of black velvet “--yes, black velvet, T remem¬ 
ber Iterative, when they broke from 

"C h*a r l e v! " and then the stately Mrs. Kean would 
turn her head a wav and give a small soh — when Charles 
would wink a knowing wink and trot over and pat the 
broad shoulder and kiss the rouged cheek, saying: 
"Why, whv, Ellen, my clear, what a great baby 1 now, 
now, hut you know those black breeches did break up 
lie fore you got across the bridge." 

Then Mrs. Kean turned and drove him into his own 
comer or out of the door, after which she would exclaim: 
** It’s just one of his larks, my dear. I did have an acci¬ 
dent, the want of one leg of my breeches broke and 
showed the white lining a hit; hut if you'll believe me, 


* 7 * 
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I’ve known that man to declare that — that — they fell 
off, my dear; but generally that’s on Christmas or his 
birthday, when only friends are by.” 

Mr. Kean had been the first man to wear an absolutely 
correct cardinal’s robe on the stage, and very proud he 
was of that fact, and never failed in giving his Ellen 
all the credit of it. Until this time actors had worn a 
scarlet “something,” that seemed a cross between a 
king’s mantle or a woman’s wrapper. Mr. Kean had 
been quite carried away with enthusiasm over his com¬ 
ing production of “ Henry yill.,” and his wife, seeing 
his disappointment and dissatisfaction over the costumer’s 
best efforts in the direction of a cardinal’s robe, deter¬ 
mined, some way or somehow, to obtain for him an 
exact copy of the genuine article. 

One night, while “Louis XI.” was going on, Mrs. 
Kean herself told me how she had at last succeeded. 
They were in Rome for their holiday; they had many 
letters, some to very important personages. In her story 
Mrs. Kean gave names and dates and amounts of money 
expended, but they have passed from my memory, while 
the dramatic incident remains. 


From the first she had made known to her most pow¬ 
erful Roman friend her desire to see the robe of a car¬ 
dinal— to obtain measurements from it, and had been 
treated at first to a great showing of uplifted hands and 
eyes and many “ impossibles,” but later on had received 
positive promises of help. Yet days, even weeks passed, 
and always there was some excuse — nothing came of 
the fine promises. 


One day, m her anxiety and disappointment, she men- 
honed to an English friend, who had long resided in 
Rome, her trouble over the procrastination of her Italian 
acquaintance, when the Englishwoman asked: “ What 
have you paid him?” “Paid him?” cried Mrs. Kean. 

Do you know you are speaking of F-, whose high 

official « well as social position is such-” 

Oh, laughed the visitor, "his position has nothing 



I it • hts being your friend has nothing to do 
fie Italian palm is an itching palm — no won- 
being wasted. Soothe that palm the next time 
i*id mention the day on which you are corn¬ 
's ve for home, and he will act quickly enough, 
a really are asking for next to an impossibility, 
a woman, ask to see and handle a cardinal’s 


y dear! ” cried Mrs. Kean, “ when that stately, 
i,l gentleman next came, I almost fainted at 
it of putting such an insult upon him as to offer 
Indeed 1 could barely whisper, when clasp- 
nd I left some broad gold pieces there, mur- 
b'or the jKKir, sir! ’—-and if you'll believe me, 
tied up and instantly said: * Keep to the house 
, Madame, and I will notify you what you are 
l the effort to get a rolie to you here having 
will have to come to the general “ audience ” 
•x.s will grant day after to-morrow, and, and, 
will do well to have some loose lire in your 
I lie sure, sure, you carry a smelling-bottle. I 
f course, so famous an actress as yourself can 
(tunaitd, if need Ik*? Then the tailor, an usher 
*«ihly even a guard may require a fee, for they 
real risk in serving you, Madame. A woman 
H«* sacred (sassage* and chambers 1 ’ 
l«! up his hands in horror, but nevertheless he 
directly what he had been promising to do 
and all for a few broad piece* of gold. After 
* I was fairly sick with feverish excitement. 
*t tell Charles of the arrangement; he would 
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ful for my use —not forgetting the loose lire and the 

« When I entered the carriage to go to the Vatican, I 
was so weak with hope and fear and fright that Charles 
was quite upset about me, and was all for going with 
me • so I had to brace up and pretend the air was already 
doing me good. As I looked back at him, I wondered 
if he would divorce me, if in my effort to secure the 
pattern of a cardinal's gown I should create a tre¬ 
mendous scandal? I wore the regulation black silk, with 
black veil, demanded for the occasion, but besides the lit¬ 
tle pouch of silk depending from my belt with lire, salts, 
and 'kerchief, I had beneath my gown a pocket in which 
were some white Swiss muslin, pins, pencil, and tablets, 


and small scissors. 

“ There were many carriages — many people. I saw 
them all as in a dream. In a magnificent room the ladies 
were formed in line, waiting to be admitted to the Holy 
Father's presence. I was forgetting to keep my eyes open 
— there was a stir. A great door was opening down its 
centre. I heard a faint, low * Hem! ’ The line began to 
move forward — a little louder that ‘ Hem!' Suddenly 
my eyes cleared — I looked. A pair of curtains, a little 
ahead, trembled. I drew my smelling-bottle and held it 
to my. nostrils, as if ill, but no one noticed me — all were 
intent upon the opening of the great door. As I came 
on a line with the Curtains, a hand, dream-like, beckoned. 
I stepped sidewise between the curtains, that parted, then 
fell thick and soft behind me. Another white beckoning 
hand appeared at the far side of this chamber. Swiftly 
I crossed toward it. A whisper of * Quick! quick!’ just 
reached me — a door opened, and I was in a passage-way, 
and for the first time saw a guide. 

“ At the foot of the stairs he paused — yet the voice 
had said ‘ Quick! quick!' I thought of the loose lire — 
yes, that was it. I gave him three, and saw him glide 
up the stairs with cat-like stealth. Here were bare walls 
and floors, and all that cold cleanliness that makes a 
woman shrink and shiver. 
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“ At last I was in a small, bare room, with brick-paved 
floor. A table stood in its centre, and a small and wizened 
man, red-eyed and old, glided in and laid upon the table 
— oh, joy — oh, triumph almost reached! — a glowing- 
red cardinal's robe. As I laid my hand upon it the ferret¬ 
like custodian gave a sort of whispered groan, ' Oh, the 
sacrilege! and the danger! his whole life's occupation 
risked! * 

“ I remembered the ‘ itching palm,’ and as my hand went 
toward my pocket, his brown claw was extended, and the 
glint of gold so warmed his heart that smiles came about 
his toothless mouth, and seeing me, woman fashion, 
measuring by finger-lengths, he offered me a dirty old 
tape-measure — then stole to the second door ‘ to watch 
for me/ Oh, yes — to watch like the cat — while with 
all the haste possible the good and most high lady would 
gain such knowledge as she could, and after all the robe 
was but an old one, etc., etc. 

“ All whispered, while I with the deft fingers of a 
skilled seamstress and the comprehending eye of the 
actress, well used to strange costumes, was measuring 
here and putting down notes, swiftly pinning on a bit of 
muslin there, and cutting an exact pattern. And, lo! the 
piece that crosses the chest, cape-like, yet without visible 
opening, came near undoing me. Tears began to blind 
me, but — but, ah well, my dear, I thought of Charles, 
and it is astonishing what love can do to sharpen the eyes 
and clear the brain. Suddenly the thing seemed quite 
plain to me. I then turned the hem, and ripping it open 
an inch or so, I took a few ravellings of the silk, where 
it was clean and bright, for a sample for the dyers to go 
by — since the silk would have to be prepared especially 
if it was to be absolutely correct. 

“ I rearranged my veil, crept to the door, and agree¬ 
ably surprised the watchers by telling them I was through. 
The ferrety old man had the robe in his arms, and was 
gliding swiftly out of the room in the merest instant. I 
followed as softly as possible the other watcher. Once 
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an unseen man cleared his throat as we passed, and I 
thought my guide would have fallen from sheer terror, 
but we reached in safety the frescoed corridor again and 
stood at the door waiting. The guide scratched gently 
with his nails on the lower panel — a pause, then the 
door began to move, and he disappeared as a ghost might 
have done. Across the room a hand appeared between 
the hangings, beckoning me; I moved swiftly toward it. 
I could hear a hum of voices, low and restrained. There 
was but one room now between me and the great cham¬ 
ber in which we had waited in line for ‘ audience/ No 
further signal came, what should I do? I was nearly 
fainting. Then another hand, a hand I knew by the 
splendid ring on its middle finger, appeared. I almost 
staggered to it. A whisper like a breath came to me, 
' smelling-salts/ in an instant the bottle was in my hand, 
I was through the curtains/my Italian friend was asking 
me, was I not wrong to remain in Rome so late? He 
hoped my faintness was quite past, but he must himself 
see me to my carriage, and so he swept me forth, under 
cover of his courteous chatter, and the next day I sent 
him money for those who had to be rewarded. 

“ And for fear of Charles’s rage about the infamy of 
bribing, said nothing, till he, in great anxiety about my 
feverish state, removed me from Rome. And then, my 
dear! I threw my arms about his neck and told him he 
should have a true and veritable cardinal’s robe for his 
Wolsey, and in outrageous pride I cried: ‘Ego hoc 
feci! ”’ At which I gravely said: “ That sounds like * I 
have done something,’ anyway it’s I; but that ‘ fetchy* 
word bothers me.” 

And she laughed and laughed, and said: “ It means 
I did this! And I am ashamed to have used a Latin term 
to you, child. You must forgive me for it, but I must 
tell Charles that * fetchy ’ word that bothered you — I 
must indeed, because he does so love his laugh! ” 

Then came the night when by chance I played an im¬ 
portant part in one of their plays. My scenes were mostly 
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with Mr. Cathcart, and I only came in contact with Mr. 
Kean for a moment in one act. 1 was as usual fright¬ 
ened half out of my life, and as I stood in the entrance 
ready to go on, Mr. Kean smilingly caught my fingers 
as he was passing me, but their icy coldness brought him 
to a stand-still. 44 Why, why! bless my soul, what's the 
matter? this — this is not nervousness, is it?" he stam¬ 
mered. 

I nodded my head. “ Oh, good Lord! ” he cried. “ I 
say, Cathcart, here's a go —this poor child can't even 

open her mouth now-" 

I tried to tell him I should be all right soon, but there 
was no time. The word of entrance came, and a cue takes 
the pas even in presence of a star. 1 went on, and as my 
lines were delivered clearly and distinctly, I saw the re¬ 
lieved face of Mr. Kean jHiering at us, and when Mr. 
Cathcart (who enacted my soldierly lover) gave me a 
sounding kiss upon the cheek as he embraced me in fare¬ 
well, we plainly heard the old gentleman exclaim: “ Well, 
well, really now, James, upon my word, you are coming 
on!" and Mr. Cathcart*s broad shoulders shook with 
laughter rather than grief as he rushed from me. 

When, later on, Mr. Kean took my hand to give it in 
betrothal to my lover, he found it so burning hot as to 
attract his attention. 

Next night I did not play at all, but came to look on, 
and being invited to the dressing-room, Mr. Kean sud¬ 
denly asked me: 44 Who are you, child ? " 

" No one," I promptly answered. 

He laughed a little and nudged his Ellen, then went 
on: "I mean~who are your people?" 

" I have none," I said, then quickly corrected, " except 
my mother." 

" Ah, yes, yes, that's what we want to get at — who 
is that mother ? for I recognize an inherited talent here 
—■ a natural grace and ease, impossible for one so young 
to acquire by any amount of effort." 

1 was a hit confused — I hesitated. Mrs, Kean aiked: 
“ Were both of your parents actors, child?" 
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Suddenly I broke into laughter. The thought of my 
mother as an actress filled me with amusement. “ Oh, 
I beg your pardon/' I cried, “ I have no father, and my 
mother just works at sewing or nursing or housekeeping 
or anything she can get to do that's honest." 

They looked disappointedly at each other, then Mrs. 
Kean brightened up and exclaimed: “ Then it's foreign 
blood, Charles — you can see it in her use of her hands." 

They turned expectantly to me. I thought of the big, 
smiling French-Canadian father, who had been the bete 
noire of my babyhood. My head drooped. “ He, my 
father, was bad," I said, “ his father and mother were 
from the south of France, but he was a horrid Canadian 
— my mother, though, is a true American," I proudly 
ended. 

“ That's it!" they exclaimed together, “ the French 
blood!" and Mr. Kean nodded his head and tapped his 
brow and said: “ You remember, Ellen, what I told you 
last night — I said ‘ temperament' — here it is in this 
small nobody; no offence to you, my girl. Here's our 
dear niece, who can't act at all, God bless her! our 
‘blood,' but no temperament. Now listen to me, you 
bright child!" 

He pushed my hair back from my forehead, so that I 
must have looked quite wild, and went on: “I have seen 
you watch that dear woman over there, night after night; 
you admire her, I know." (I nodded hard.) “ You think 
her a great, great way from you? " (More nods.) “ A 
lifetime almost?" (Another nod.) “Then listen to 
what an old man, but a most experienced actor, prophe¬ 
sies for you. Without interest in high places, without 
help from anyone, except from the Great Helper of us 
all, you, little girl, daughter of the true American mother 
and the bad French father, will, inside of five years, be 
acting my wife's parts — and acting them well." 

I could not help it, it seemed so utterly absurd, I laughed 
aloud. He smiled indulgently, and said: “ It seems so 
funny — does it? Wait a bit, my dear, when my proph- 
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ecy comes true you will no longer laugh, and you will 
remember us.” 

I k* gave me his hand in farewell* so did his gracious 
wife* then with tears in my eyes I said: ** I was only 
laughing at my own insignificance, sir* and I shall re¬ 
member your kindness always* whether I succeed or not* 
just as I shall remember your great acting,” 

Simultaneously they patted me on the shoulder* and I 
left them. Then Mr. Kean put his arm about his wife 
am! kissed her* I know he did, because I looked back and 
saw them thus relieded in the looking-glass. But did 
I not say they were love-birds? 

Four years from that month T stood trembling and 
happy before the audience who generously applauded my 
41 sleep-walking scene ” in ” Maelndh,” and suddenly I 
seemed to hear the kind old voice making the astonishing 
prophecy, and joyed to think of its fulfilment* with a 
whole year to the good. 



CHAPTER TWENTY-THIRD 


Mr. E. L. Davenport, his Interference, his Lecture on 
Stage Business, his Error of Memory or too Powerful 
Imagination — Why I Remain a Dramatic Old Slipper — 
Contemptuous Words Arouse in Me a Dogged Deter¬ 
mination to Become a Leading Woman before Leaving 
Cleveland. 

J UST what was the occult power of the ballet over 
the manager’s mind no one ever explained to me. I 
found my companions very every-day, good-natured, 
kind-hearted girls — pretty to look at, pleasant to be 
with, but to Mr. Ellsler they must have been a rare and 
radiant lot, utterly unmatchable in this world, or else he 
knew they had awful powers for evil and dared not pro¬ 
voke their “ hoodoo.” Whatever the reason, the fact re¬ 
mained, he was afraid to advance me one little step in 
name, even to utility woman; while, in fact, I was ad¬ 
vanced to playing other people’s parts nearly half the time, 
and the reason for this continued holding back was “ fear 
of offending the other ballet-girls.” Truly a novel posi¬ 
tion for a manager. One' feels at once there must have 
been something unusually precious about such a ballet, 
and he feared to break the set. Anyway, before I got out, 
clear out, this happened: 

A number of stars had spoken to me about my folly 
in remaining in the ballet, and when I told them Mr. 
Ellsler was afraid to advance me for fear of offending 
the other girls, they answered variously, and many ad¬ 
vised me to break the “ set ” myself, saying if I left he 
would soon be after me and glad to engage me for first 
walking lady. But my crushed childhood had its effect, 

iSo 
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I shall always lack self-assertion — I stayed on and this 
happened. 

There was no regular heavy actress that season, and 
the old woman was a tiny little rag of a creature, not 
bigger than a doll. Mr. E. L. Davenport was to open 
in “ Othello.’’ Mrs. Effie Ellsler was to play the young 
Desdemona and I was to go on for Emilia . Mr. Daven¬ 
port was a man of most reckless speech, but he was, too, 
an old friend of the Ellslers, calling them by their first 
names and meeting them with hearty greetings and many 
jests. So, when in the middle of a story to Mrs. Ellsler at 
rehearsal, the call came for Othello, Desdemona, and 
Iago, she exclaimed: “ Excuse me, Ned, they are call¬ 
ing us,” but he held her sleeve and answered, “ Not you 
— it’s me,” and glancing hurriedly about, his eye met 
mine, and he added pleasantly, “ You, my dear; they’re 
calling Desdemona ” 

I stood still. Mrs. Ellsler’s round, black eyes snapped, 
but this man who blundered was a star and a friend. She 
tossed her head and petulantly pushed him from her tow¬ 
ard the stage. He went on, and at the end of his speech: 

“ This only is the witchcraft I have used; 

Here comes the lady, let her witness it." 

he turned to face Mrs. Ellsler entering with lago and her 
attendants. Looking utterly bewildered, he exclaimed: 
“ Why, for God’s sake, Effie, you are not going on for 
Desdemona, are you ? ” 

Perhaps his dissatisfaction may be better understood 
if I mention that a young man twenty-three years old, 
who took tickets at the dress-circle door, called Mrs. Ells¬ 
ler mother, and that middle-aged prosperity expressed 
itself in a startling number of inches about the waist of 
her short little body. Though her feet and hands were 
small in the extreme, they could not counteract the effect 
of that betraying stodginess of figure. Mrs. Ellsler, in 
answer to that rude question, laughed, and said: “ Well,' 
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I believe the leading woman generally does play Des- 

j a ); 

“But,” cried Mr. Davenport, “ where's — w-who’s 

Ellsler took him by the arm and led him a little 
to one side. Several sharp exclamations escaped the 
star’s lips, and at last, aloud and ending the conference, 
he said: “ Yes, yes, John, I know anyone may have to 
twist about a bit now and then in a cast, but damn me 
if I can see why you don’t cast Effie for Emilia and this 
girl for Desdemona —then they would at least look 
something like the parts. As it is now, they are both 

ridiculous! ” . 

It was an awful speech, and the truth that was m it 
made it cut deep. There were those on the stage who 
momentarily expected the building to fall, so great was 
their awe of Mrs. Ellsler. The odd part of the unpleasant 
affair was that everyone was sorry for Mr. Ellsler, rather 
than for his wife. 


Well, "night came. I trailed about after Desdemona — 
picked up the fatal handkerchief — spoke a line here and 
there as Shakespeare wills she should, and bided my time 
as all Emilias must. Now I had noticed that many Emilias 
when they gave the alarm — cried out their “ Murder! 
Murder!” against all the noise of the tolling bells, and 
came back upon the stage spent, and without voice or 
breath to finish their big scene with, and people thought 
them weak in consequence. A long hanging bar of steel 
is generally used for the alarm, and blows struck upon 
it send forth a vibrating clangor that completely fills a 
theatre. I made an agreement with the prompter that he 
was not to strike the bar* until I held up my hand to him. 
Then he was to strike one blow each time I raised my 
hand, and when I threw up both hands he was to raise 
Cain, until I was on the stage again. So with throat 
trained by much shouting, when in the last act I cried: 


" I care not for thy sword; I'll make thee known. 
Though I lost twenty lives.” 
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A SUCCESSFUL TRICK 

I turned, and crying: 

"Help! help, ho!help!" 


ran off shouting, 

“ The Moor has killed my mistress !" 

then, taking breath, gave the long-sustained, ever-rising, 
blood-curdling cry: 

“ Murder! Murder ! Murder! ” 

One hand up, and one long clanging peal of a bell. 

“ Murder! Murder! Murder!" 

One hand up and bell. 

“ Murder! Murder! Murder!" 

Both hands up, and pandemonium broken loose — and, 
oh, joy! the audience applauding furiously. 

“ One — two — three — four,” I counted with closed 
lips, then with a fresh breath I burst upon the stage, fol¬ 
lowed by armed men, and with one last long full-throated 
cry of “ Murder! the Moor has killed my mistress! ” 
stood waiting for the applause to let me go on. A trick? 
yes, a small trick — a mere pretence to more breath than 
I really had, but it aroused the audience, it touched their 
imagination. They saw the horror-stricken woman rac¬ 
ing through the night — waking the empty streets to life 
by that ever-thrilling cry of “ Murder! ” A trick if you 
like, but on the stage “ success ” justifies the means, and 
that night, under cover of the applause of the house, 
there came to me a soft clapping of hands and in muffled 
tones the words: “ Bravo — bravo! ” from Othello. 

When the curtain had fallen and Mr, Davenport had 
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been before it, he came to me and holding out his hands, 
said • “ You splendid-lunged creature — I want to apolo- 
Sze’to you for the thoughts I harbored against you this 
morning.” I smiled and glanced uneasily at the clock — 
he went on: „ 

“I have always fancied my wife in Emilia , but, my 
rirl your readings are absolutely new sometimes, and 
your strength is — what’s the matter? a farce yet? well, 
what of it? you, you have to go on m a farce after play¬ 
ing Shakespeare’s Emilia with E. L. Davenport ? I m 
damned if I believe you ! ” 

And I gathered up my cotton-velvet gown and hur¬ 
ried to my room to don calico dress, white cap and apron, 
and then rush down to the “ property-room ” for the 
perambulator I had to shove on, wondering what the star 
would think if he knew that his Emilia was merely walk¬ 
ing on in the farce of “ Jones’s Baby,” without one line 
to speak, the second and speaking nursemaid having very 
justly been given to one of the other girls. But the need¬ 
less sending of me on, right after the noble part of 
Emilia , was evidently a sop thrown by my boldly inde¬ 
pendent manager to his ballet — Cerberus. 

Heretofore stars had advised or chided me privately, 
but, oh, dear, oh, dear! next morning Mr. Davenport 
attacked Mr. Ellsler for “ mismanagement,” as he termed 
it, right before everybody. Among other things, he de¬ 
clared that it was a wound to his personal dignity as a 
star to have a girl who had supported him, “not ac¬ 
ceptably, but brilliantly,” in a Shakespearian tragedy, sent 
on afterward in a vulgar farce. Then he added: “ Aside 


from artistic reasons and from justice to her — good 
Lord! John, are you such a fool you don’t understand 
her commercial value? Here you have a girl, young and 
pretty ” (always make allowances for the warmth of ar¬ 
gument), “with rare gifts and qualifications, who han¬ 
dles her audience like a magician, and you cheapen her 
like this? Placing her in the highest position only to 
east her down again to the lowest. If she is only fit for 
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the ballet, you insult your public by offering her in a 
leading part; if she’s fit for the leading part, you insult 
her by lowering her to the ballet; but anyway Fm damned 
if I ever saw a merchant before who deliberately cheap¬ 
ened his own wares! ” 

If the floor could have opened I would have been its 
willing victim, and I am sure if Mr. Davenport had 
known that 1 would have to pay for every sharp word 
spoken, he would have restrained his too free speech for 
my sake — even though he was never able to do so for 
his own. 

And what a pity it was, for he not only often wounded 
his friends, but worse still, he injured himself by fling¬ 
ing the most boomerang-like speeches at the public when¬ 
ever he felt it was not properly appreciating him. He 
was wonderfully versatile, but though versatility is a 
requisite for any really good actor, yet for some mys¬ 
terious reason it never meets with great success outside 
of a foreign theatre. The American public demands 
specialists — one man to devote himself solely to trag¬ 
edy, another to romantic drama and duels, another to 
dress-suit satire. One woman to tears, another to laugh¬ 
ter, and woe betide the star who, able to act both comedy 
and tragedy, ventures to do so; there will be no packed 
house* to bear witness to the appreciation felt for such 
skill and variety of talent. 

Mr. Davenport's vogue was probably waning when I 
first knew him. lie had a certain intellectual following 
who delighted in the beautiful precision and distinctness 
of his reading of the royal Dane, lie always seemed 
to me a Hmnki cut in crystal —so clear and pure, m 
cold and hard he was. The tender heart, the dread 
imaginings, the wounded pride and love, the fits and 
starts, the pain and passion that tortures Hamid each in 
turn, were utterly incompatible with the fair, high- 
browed, princely philosopher Mr. Davenjairt presented 
to his followers. And after that performance 1 think 
he was tuort proud of his “ horn-pipe 0 in the play of 
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“ Black-Eyed Susan ”; and he danced it with a swiftness, 
a lightness, and a limberness of joint that were truly as- 
tonishing in a man of his years. Legend said that in 
Sndon it had been a great “go,” had drawn —oh, 
fabulous shillings, not to mention pounds but I never 
saw him play William to a good house, never — neither 
did I ever see the dance encored . The people aid not 
appreciate versatility, and one night, while before the 
curtain in responding to a call, he began a bitter tirade 
against the taste of the public — offering to stand there 
and count how many there were in the house, and telling 
them that next week that same house would riot hold all 
who would wish to enter, for there would be a banjo 
played by a woman, and such an intellectual treat was 
not often to be had, but they must not spend all their 
money, he was even now learning to swallow swords and 
play the banjo; he was an old dog now, but if they would 
have a little patience he would learn their favorite tricks 
for them, even though he could not heartily congratulate 
them on their intelligence, etc., etc. Oh, it was dreadful 
taste and so unjust, too, to abuse those who were there 
for the fault of those who remained away. 

However, during the week’s engagement of which I 
have been speaking, I had two nights in the ballet, then 
again I was cast for an important part. It was a white- 
letter day for me, professionally, for, thanks to Mr. 
Davenport, I learned for the first time the immense value 
of “ business ” alone, an action unsustained perhaps by a 
single word. I am not positive, but I believe the play 
was “ A Soldier of Fortune ” or “ The Lion of St. Mark ” 
— anyway it was a romantic drama. My part was not 
very long, but it had one most important scene with the 
hero. It was one of those parts that are talked about 
so much during the play that they gain a sort of fictitious 
value. At rehearsal I could not help noticing how fixedly 
Mr. Davenport kept gazing at me. His frown grew 
deeper and deeper as I read my lines, and I was growing 
most desperately frightened, when he suddenly exclaimed: 
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“ Wait a minute! ” I stopped; he went on roughly, still 
staring hard at me, “ I don’t know whether you are worth 
breaking a vow for or not.” 

Naturally I had nothing to say. He walked up the 
stage; as he came down, he said: “ I’ve kept that prom¬ 
ise for ten years, but you seem such an honest little soul 
about your work — I’ve a good mind, yes, I have a 
mind-” 

He sat down on the edge of the prompt-table, ‘ and 
though he addressed himself seemingly to me alone, the 
whole company were listening attentively. 

“ When I first started out starring I honestly believed 
I had a mission to teach other less experienced actors 
how to act. I had made a close study of the plays I 
was to present, as well as of my own especial parts in 
them, and I actually thought it was my duty to impart 
my knowledge to those actors who were strange in them. 
Yes, that’s the kind of a fool I was. I used to explain 
and describe, and show how, and work and sweat, and 
for my pains I received behind my back curses for keep¬ 
ing them so long at rehearsals, and before my face stolid 
indifference or a thinly veiled implication that I was 
grossly insulting them by my minute directions. Both 
myself and my voice were pretty well used up before I 
realized that my work had been wasted, my good inten¬ 
tions damned, that I had not been the leaven that could 
lighten the lump of stupid self-satisfaction we call the 
' profession ’; and I took solemn oath to myself never 
again to volunteer any advice, any suggestion, any hint 
as to reading, or business, or make-up to man or woman 
in any play of mine. If they acted well, all right; if 
they acted ill, all right too. If I found them infernal 
sticks, I’d leave them sticks. I’d demand just one thing, 
my cue . As long as I got the word to speak on, all 
the rest might go to the devil! Rehearsals shortened, 
actors had plenty of time for beer and pretzels; and as 
I ceased to try to improve their work, they soon called 
me a good fellow. And now you come along, willing 
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to work, knowing more than some of your elders, yet 
actually believing there is still something for you to 
learn. Ambitious, keenly observant, you tempt me to 
teach you some business for this part, and yet if I do 
I suppose what goes in at one ear will go out of the 
other! ” 

Embarrassed silence on my part. 

“ Well,” he went on, whimsically, “ I see this is not 
your day for making protestations, but Fm going to give 
you the business, and if you choose to ignore it at 
night — why, that will serve me right for breaking my 
promise.” 

“ Mr. Davenport,” I said, “ I always try to remember 
what is told me, and I don’t see why I should not re¬ 
member what you say; goodness knows you speak plainly 
enough,” at which, to my troubled surprise, everyone, 
star and all, burst out laughing, but presently he returned 
to the play. 

“See here,” he said, “you, the adventuress, are 
worsted in this scene. You sit at the table. I have 
forced you to sign this paper, yet you say to me: * You 
are a fool! ’ Now, how are you going to say it ? ” 

“ I don’t know yet,” I answered, “ I have not heard 
the whole play through.” 

“W hat ’ s *at got to do with it?” he asked, sharply. 
Why, I said, " I don’t know the story — I don’t 
know whether she is really your enemy, or only injures 
you on impulse; whether she truly loves anyone, or only 
makes believe love.” ^ 

w*iF O0d! ” he Cried ’ “g° od! that is sound reasoning. 
Well, you are my enemy, you love no one, so you see 
your fool is given with genuine feeling. It’s years 

S C see e fi / e ’ bu t y° u d ° this business, 

Sll v Y ° U -ft’ 1 stand at the opposite side of the 
n^v/° T \ W [- lte y ? Ur name — you are supposed to he 

T^ P he S 1 be k 6 r e Jt and tower triumphantly over you 
The audience believes it too. Now vou lay down vour 

.pen but carefully, mind you, carefully; then close 7 the 
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inkstand, and with very evident caution place it out of 
danger of a fall. Be sure you take your time, there are 
places where deliberation is as effective as ever rush and 
hurry can be. Then with your cheek upon your hand, 
or your chin on your clasped hands — any attitude you 
fancy will do — look at me good and long, and then 
speak your line. Have you thought yet how to de¬ 
liver it?” 

“Well,” I answered, hesitatingly, “to call you a fool 
in a colloquial tone would make people laugh, I think, 
and — and the words don't fit a declamatory style. I 
should think a rather low tone of sneering contempt 
would be best,” and he shouted loudly: “You've hit it 
square on the head! Now let's see you do it to-night. 
Don't look so frightened, my girl, only take your time, 
don't hurry. I've got to stand there till you speak; if 
you take all night. Be deliberate; you see, you have 
played all the rest so fiercely fast, the contrast will tell.” 

The night came. Cornered, check-mated, I slowly 
signed the paper, wiped the pen, closed the inkstand, and 
set it aside. He stood like a statue. The silence reached 
the house. I stretched out my arms and rested my 
crossed hands lightly on the table. I met his glance a 
moment, then, with a curling lip, let my eyes sweep 
slowly down length of body to boot-tip and back again, 
rose slowly, made a little “ pouf ” with lips and wave 
of hand, and contemptuously drawled: “ My friend, you 
are a fool! ” while, swift and sharp, came the applause 
Mr. Davenport at least had anticipated. The act ended 
almost immediately, and I hurried to him, crying: “ Oh, 
thank you so much, Mr. Davenport. I never, never could 
have found applause in a speech like that.” 

“Ah, it was the business, child, not the speech. Al¬ 
ways try to find good business.” 

“ Suit the action to the word? ” I'laughed. . 

“ Yes,” he answered, “ and remember, Miss, actions 
speak louder than words, too! But, my dear, it's a com¬ 
fort to teach you anything; and when I saw you trying 
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so carefully to follow directions to-night, I swear I al- 
most craved for the applause you were so honestly earn- 
£? are a brick, Sty girl! oh, I don’t mean one of 
those measly little common building bricks —I mean a 
exeat lovely Roman tile! ” 

And when, in God’s good time, success came to me, 
as I entered the green-room at the Fifth Avenue one 
evening, a tall man in a gray suit released himself from 
a bevy of pretty women, and coming over to me, held out 
his hands, saying: “Did I ever make any remarks to 
you about building materials?” and, laughingly, I an¬ 
swered: “Yes, sir, you said something about bricks 

some years ago.” „ , . 

And while I ran away to change, he called after me: 
“Say, ‘Jones's Baby' isn't on to-night, is it?” and 
immediately began to tell about Emilia , and such is the 
power of imagination that he declared “ She raged up 
and down behind the scenes crying ‘ Murder/ till the 
very house broke loose, and right through all the peal¬ 
ing of the hells high and clear, you heard her voice 
topping everythingI ” 

I was resting and getting breath while the bell clanged, 
remember, but so much for human memory. 

It is strange how often the merest accident or the 
utterance of a chance word may harden wavering inten¬ 
tions into a fixed resolve. Though I am not aggressive, 
there is in me a trace of bull-dog tenacity, made up of 
patient endurance and sustained effort. Rather slow to 


move, when I am aroused I simply cannot let go my 
hold while breath is in me, unless I have had my will, 
have attained my object. 

Perhaps people may wonder why I retained my anom¬ 
alous position in that theatre — why I did not follow the 
advice of some of the lady stars, who gave me a kindly 
thought and word now and then. And at the risk of 
giving them a poor opinion of my wisdom, I present 
the reason - that actuated me. One day at rehearsal, 
while waiting for the stage to be reset, several of the 
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actresses gossiped about theatrical matters. One had a 
letter from a friend who announced her advance to 44 first 
walking lady/' which turned the talk to promotion gen¬ 
erally, and laughingly she asked me: 44 What line of busi¬ 
ness shall you choose, Clara, when your turn comes ? ” 
but before I could reply, the eldest woman present 
sneered: “ Oh, she can save herself the trouble of choos¬ 
ing; if she's ever advanced it will be in some other city 
than this/" 

1 was astonished; I had just made one of my small 
hits, and had a nice little notice in the paper, but it did 

not occur to me that envy could sustain itself, keeping 
warm and strong and bitter on such slight nourishment 
as that. And then, she of the letter, answered: 41 Why, 
Clara's getting along faster than anyone else in the com¬ 
pany, and I shall expect to see her playing leading busi¬ 
ness before so very many seasons pass by/' 

44 leading business here?" cried the other, 44 I guess 
not!" 

44 Oh/' laughed the first, 4 * I see, you mean that Mrs. 
Kllsler mull claim the leading parts as long as she lives? 
Well, then, ! shall expect to see Clara playing the lead¬ 
ing juveniles/' 

44 Well, you go right on expecting, and your hair will 

lx* as gray as mine is, when she gets into any line of 
business in this town! ” 

Unspeakably wounded, I asked, timidly: 41 But if I 
work hard and learn to act well, can't I hold a position 
as well as anyone else ? ” 

She looked contemptuously at me, and then answered: 

14 No, you must be a fool if you suppose that after stand¬ 
ing about in the ballet for months on end that Cleveland 
will ever accept you in a respectable line of business. 

You've got to go to some other place, where you are 
not known, and then come back as a stranger, if you 
want to lie accepted here/' 

A dull anger began to burn in me — there was some¬ 
thing so suggestive of shame in the words, 44 Some other 
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place, where you are not known.” I had nothing to 
hide. I could work, and by and by I should be able to 
act as well as any of them — better perhaps. I felt my 
teeth come together with a snap, the bull-dog instinct 
was aroused. I looked very steadily at the sneering 
speaker and said: “ I shall never leave this theatre till 
I am leading woman.” And they all laughed, but it 
was a promise, and all these provoking years I was by 
way of keeping it. The undertaking was hard, perhaps 
it was foolish, but of the group of women who laughed 
at me that day every one of them lived to see my promise 
kept to the letter. When I left Cleveland it was to go 
as leading woman to Cincinnati, one season before I en¬ 
tered New York. 

But after I had at last escaped the actual ballet, and 
was holding a recognized position, I was still treated 
quite en haut — en bas by the management. Mr. and 
Mrs. Ellsler had acquired the old-shoe habit. I was the 
easy old dramatic slipper, which it was pleasant to slip 
on so easily, but doubly pleasant to be able to shake off 
without effort. 

That you may thoroughly understand, I will explain 
that I was an excellent Amelia in “ The Robbers ” when 
a rather insignificant star played the piece, but when a 
Booth or some star of like magnitude appeared as 
Charles de Moor, then the easy slipper was dropped off, 
and Mrs. Ellsler herself played Amelia . Any part be¬ 
longing to me by right could be claimed by that lady, if 
she fancied it, and if she wearied of it, it came back to 
me. When we acted in the country in the summer-time, 
at Akron or Canton, where there were real theatres, she 
played Parthenia or Pauline in the “ Lady of Lyons,” 
or any other big part; but if the next town was smaller, 
I played Parthenia or Pauline or what not. Because I 
had once been in the ballet I had become an old pair of 
dramatic slippers, to be slipped on or kicked off at will 
— rather humiliating to the spirit, but excellent train¬ 
ing for the growing actress, and I learned much from 
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these queer “ now-you're-in-it and now you're-not-in- 
it 99 sort of casts, and having much respect and admira¬ 
tion for Mr. Ellsler, I fortunately followed in his wake, 
rather than in that of any woman. He was one of the 
most versatile of actors. Polonius or Dutchy (the op¬ 
posite to Chanfrau's Mose), crying old men or broad 
farce-comedy old men. Often he doubled King Duncan 
and Hecate in “ Macbeth/' singing any of the witches 
when a more suitable Hecate was on hand — acquainted 
with the whole range of the “legitimate,” his greatest 
pleasure was in acting some “ bit ” that he could elabo¬ 
rate into a valuable character. I remember the “ switch¬ 
man ” in “ Under the Gaslight ” — it could not have 
been twenty lines long, yet he made of him so cheery, 
so jolly, so kindly an old soul, everyone was sorry when 
he left the stage. He always had a good notice for the 
work, and a hearty reception ever after the first night. 
It was from him I learned my indifference to the length 
of my parts. The value of a character cannot always be 
measured by the length and number of its speeches, but 
I think the only word of instruction he ever gave me 
was: “ Speak loud — speak distinctly,” which was cer¬ 
tainly good as far as it went. He was the most genial 
of men, devotedly fond of children, he was “ Uncle 
John ” to them all, and while never famous for the size 
of the salaries he paid, he was so good a friend to his 
people that he often had trouble in making desirable 
changes, and the variegated and convoluted falsehoods 
he invented in order to get rid of one excessively bad 
old actor with an affectionate heart, who wished to stay 
at a reduced salary, must lay heavy on his conscience to 
this hour. 

I used to wonder why he had never taken to starring, 
but he said he had not had enough self-assertion. He 
was a hard-working man, but he seemed to lack resolu¬ 
tion. He had opinions — not convictions. He was al¬ 
ways second in his own theatre — often letting “ I dare 
not wait upon I would.” After years of acquaintance- 
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ship, not to say friendship, when my ambition had been 
aroused, and I turned hopeful eyes toward New York, 
Mr. Ellsler opposed me bitterly, telling me I must be 
quite mad to think that the metropolis would give me a 
hearing. He said many pleasant and encouraging things, 
or wrote them, since I was in Cincinnati then. Among 
them I find: “The idea of, your acting in New York; 
why, better actresses than you are, or can ever hope to 
be, have been driven broken-hearted from its stage. Do 
you suppose you could tie the shoe of Eliza Logan, one 
of the greatest actresses that ever lived — but yet not 
good enough for New York? How about Julia Dean, 
too? Go East, and be rejected, and then see what man¬ 
ager will want you in the West ” 

Verily not an encouraging friend. Again I find: 
“Undoubtedly you are the strongest, the most original, 
and the youngest leading lady in the profession — but 
why take any risk? why venture into New York, where 
you may fail? at any rate, wait ten years , till you are 
surer of yourself.” 

Good heavens! If I was original and strong in the 
West, why should I wait ten years before venturing into 
the East? 



CHAPTER TWENTY-FOURTH 


I recall the Popularity and too Early Death of Edwin 

Adams. 

I HEAR many tales of the insolence of stars — of 
their overbearing manners, and their injustice to 
“ little people,” as the term goes; but personally 
I have seen almost nothing of it. In the old days stars 
were generally patient and courteous in their manners 
to the supporting companies. 

Among the stars whose coming was always hailed with 
joy was Edwin Adams, he of the golden voice, he who 
should have prayed with fervor, both day and night: 
“ Oh, God! protect me from my friends! ” He was so 
popular with men, they sought him out, they followed 
him, and they generally expressed their liking through 
the medium of food and drink. Like every other sturdy 
man that’s worth his salt, he could stand off an enemy, 
but he was as weak as water in the hands of a friend, 
and thus it came about that he often stood in slippery 
places, and though he fell again and again, yet was he 
forgiven as often as he sinned, and heartily welcomed 
back the next season, so great was his power to charm. 

He was not handsome, he was not heroic in form, but 
there was such dash and go, such sincerity and natural¬ 
ness in all his work, that whether he was love-making 
Qr fighting, singing or dying, he convinced you he was 
the character’s self, whether that character was the de¬ 
mented victim of the Bastille , young Rover in “ Wild 
Oats,” or that most gallant gentleman Mercutio , in 
which no greater ever strode than that of Edwin Adams. 
His buoyancy of spirit, his unconquerable gayety made 
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it seem but natural his passion for jesting should go with 
him to the very grave. Many a fine Mercutio gives: 

“-a plague o' both your houses!" 

with a resentful bitterness that implies blame to Romeo 
for his “ taking off," which would be a most cruel legacy 
of grief and remorse to leave to his young friend — but 
Adams was that brave Mercutio: 

“ That gallant spirit that aspired the clouds, 

Which too untimely here did scorn the earth.” 

and whose last quips, coming faintly across paling lips, 
expressed still good-natured fun, and so: 

“- a plague o’ both your houses! ” 

but no blame at all. 

His grace of movement and his superb voice were his 
greatest gifts. Most stars had one rather short play 
which they reserved for Saturday nights, that they might 
be able to catch their night train en route for the next 
engagement; so it happened that Mr. Adams, having 
bravely held temptation from him during the first five 
nights, generally yielded to the endearments of his friends 
by the sixth, and was most anyone but himself when he 
came to dress for the performance of a play most sug¬ 
gestively named: “The Drunkard” It was a painful 
and a humiliating sight to see him wavering uncertainly 
m the entrance. All brightness, intelligence, and high 
endeavor extinguished by liquor's murky fog. His apol¬ 
ogies were humble and evidently sincere, but the sad 
memory was one not to be forgotten. 

I had just married, and we were in San Francisco. 
I was rehearsing for ray engagement there. The papers 
said Mr.. Adams had arrived from Australia and had 
been carried on a stretcher to a hotel, where, with his 
devoted wife by his side, he lay dying. A big lump rose 
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in my throat, tears filled my eyes. I asked my husband, 
who had greatly admired the actor, and who was glad 
to pay him any courtesy or service possible, to call, leave 
cards, and if he saw Mrs. Adams, which was improbable, 
to try to coax her out for a drive, if but for half an hour, 
and to deliver a message of remembrance and sympathy 
from me to her husband. To his surprise, he was ad¬ 
mitted by the dying man’s desire to his room, where the 
worn, weary, self-contained, ever gently smiling wife sat 
and, like an automaton, fanned hour by hour, softly, 
steadily fanned breath between those parched lips, that 
whispered a gracious message of congratulation and 
thanks. 

Mrs. Adams never left him, scarce took her eyes from 
him. Poor wife! who knew she could hold him but a 
few hours longer. 

My husband was deeply moved, and when he tried to 
describe to me that wasted frame — those helpless hands, 
whose faintly twitching fingers could no longer pluck at 
the folded sheet, my mind obstinately refused to accept 
the picture, and instead, through a blur of tears, I saw 
him as on that last morning, when in his prime, strong 
and gentle, at his rehearsal of “ Enoch Arden,” he said 
to me: "I am disappointed to the very heart, Clara, that 
you are not my Annie Lee” 

He took his hat off, he drew his hand across his eyes. 
“ I can’t find her,” he said, with that touch of pathos 
that made his voice irresistible; “ no, I have not found 
her yet — they are not innocent and brave! They are 
bouncing, buxom creatures or they are whimpering lit¬ 
tle milk-sops. They are never fisher-maidens, flower- 
pure, yet strong as the salt of the sea! She loved them 
both, Clara, yet she was no more weak nor bad than 
when, with childish lips, she innocently promised to be 
‘a little wife to both’ the angry lads — to Philip and 
young Enoch! Now your eyes are sea-eyes, and your 
voice — oh, I am disappointed! I thought I should find 
my Annie here! ” 
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And so I see him now as I think with tender sorrow 
of the actor who was so strong and yet so weak — dear 
Ned Adams! 

When Mr. Joseph Jefferson came to us I found his 
acting nothing less than a revelation. Here, in full per¬ 
fection, was the style I had feebly, almost blindly been 
reaching for. This man, this poet of comedy , as he 
seemed to me, had so perfectly wedded nature to art that 
they were indeed one. Here again I found the immense 
value of “ business ” the most minute, the worth of re¬ 
straint, if you had power to restrain, and learned that 
his perfect naturalness was the result of his exquisite 
art in cutting back and training nature’s too great ex¬ 
uberance. 

I was allowed to play Meenie , his daughter, in the play 
of “ Rip Van Winkle,” and my delight knew no bounds. 
He was very gentle and kind, he gave me pleasant words 
of praise for my work; he was very great, and—and 
his eyes were fine, and I approved of his chin, too, and 
I was, in fact, rapidly blending the actor and the man in 
one personality. In the last act, when kneeling at his 
feet, during our long wait upon the stage, I knelt and 
adored! and he — oh, Mr. Jefferson, Mr. Jefferson, that 
I should say it, but did you not hold my fingers unneces¬ 
sarily close when you made some mild little remarks that 
were not in the play, but which filled my breast with quite 
outrageous joy, and pride — indeed, my crop of young 
affections, always rather a sparse growth, came very near 
being gathered into a small sheaf and laid at your feet. 

Fortunately, I learned in time that there was an almost 
brand-new wife in the hotel next door, and I looked at 
him with big, reproachful eyes and kept my fingers to 
myself, and wisely put off the harvesting of my affec¬ 
tions until some distant day. 

Mind you, I was well within my rights in this matter. 
Girls always fall in love with stars — some fall in love 
with all of them, but that must be fatiguing; besides, as 
I said before, my affections were of such sparse growth 
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they ccruld not go round. Yet since I could honor thus 
but one star, I must say I look back with complete ap¬ 
proval upon my early choice, and the shock to my heart 
did not prevent me from treasuring up some kindly words 
of advice from the artist-actor anent the making-up of 
eyes for the stage. 

Said he to me one evening: “ My girl, I want to speak 
to you about that * make-up' you have on your eyes.” 

“ Yes, sir ? ” I answered, interrogatively, feeling very 
hot and uncomfortable, “ have I too much on ? ” 

“ Well, yes,” he said, I think you have, though you 
have much less than most women wear.’ 

“ Oh, yes,” I hurriedly interposed, “ there was a 
French dancer here who covered nearly a third of her 
eyelids with a broad blue-black band of pomatum, and 
she said-” 

“ Oh,” he protested, “ I know, she said it made the 
eyes large and lustrous, and as you see yourself in the 
glass it does seem to have that effect; but, by the way, 
what do you think of my eyes ? ” 

And with truth and promptness, I made answer: “ I 
think they're lovely.” 

My unexpected candor proved rather confusing, for for 
a moment he “ Er-er-erd,” and finally said: meant 

as a feature of acting, they are good acting eyes, aren't 
they? Well, you don't find them made up, do you? 
Now listen to me, child, always be guided as far as pos¬ 
sible by nature. When you make up your face, you get 
powder on your eyelashes, nature made them dark, so 
you are free to touch the lashes themselves with ink or 
pomade, but you should not paint a great band about 
your eye, with a long line added at the corner to rob it 
of every bit of expression* And now as to the beauty 
this lining is supposed to bring, some nigfht when you 
have time I want you to try a little experiment. Make 
up your face carefully, darken your brows and the lashes 
of one eye; as to the other eye, you must load the lashes 
with black pomade, then draw a black line beneath the 
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eye, and a broad line on its upper lid, and a final line out 
from the corner. The result will be an added lustre to 
the made-up eye, a seeming gain in brilliancy; but now, 
watching your reflection all the time, move slowly back¬ 
ward from the glass, and an odd thing will happen, that 
made-up eye will gradually grow smaller and smaller, 
until, at a distance much less than that of the auditorium, 
it will really look more like a round black hole than 
anything else, and will be absolutely without expression. 
You have an admirable stage eye — an actor’s eye, sen¬ 
sitive, expressive, well opened, it’s a pity to spoil it with 
a load of blacking.” 

And I said, gratefully: “I’ll never do it again, sir,” 
and I never have, first from respect to a great actor’s 
opinion, and gratitude for his kindly interest, later hav¬ 
ing tried his experiment, from the conviction that he was 
right, and finally because my tears would have sent inky 
rivulets down my cheeks had I indulged in black-banded 
eyes. So in all these years of work, just once, in playing 
a tricky, treacherous, plotting female, that I felt should 
be a close-eyed, thin-lipped creature, I have painted and 
elongated my eyes, otherwise I have kept my promise 
“ not to do it again.” 

I met Mr. Jefferson in Paris at that dreadful time when 
he was threatened with blindness, and I never shall for¬ 
get his gentle patience,^ his marvelous courage. That 
was a day of real rejoicing to me, when the news came 
that his sight was saved. Blindness coming upon any 
man is a horror, but to a man who can see nature as 
Joseph Jefferson sees her it would have been an almost in¬ 
credible cruelty. 



CHAPTER TWENTY-FIFTH 


See an ./Vctress Dethroned — I Make Myself a Promise, 
for the World Does Move. 

T O be discarded by the public, that is the bete 
'Moire, the unconquerable dread and terror of the 
actor. To fail in the great struggle for suprem¬ 
acy is_ nothing compared to the agony of falling after 
he height has once been won. 

Few* people can think of the infamous casting down 
>f the great column Vendome without a shiver of pain 
— the smashing of the memorial tablet, the shattering 
>f the statue, these are sights to shrink from, yet what 
Iocs such, shrinking amount to when compared to the 
>ain of seeing a human being thrust from the sunlight 
>f public popularity into the darkness of obscurity? 

I was witness once to the discrowning of an actress, 
md if I could forget the anguish of her eyes, the pallor 
>cneath her rouge, I would be a most grateful woman. 

She had been handsome in her prime, handsome in 
he regular-featured, statuesque fashion so desirable for 

n actress of tragic parts; but Mrs. P- (for I shall 

all her only by that initial, as it seems to me that nam- 
ng her fully would be unkind) had reached, yes, had 
assedy middle age and had wandered far into distant 
laces,, had known much sorrow, and, alas, for her, had 
ot noticed that her profession, like everything alive, like 
lie great: Grod-made world itself, moved, moved, moved! 
lo not noticing, she, poor thing, stood still in her method 
f work, loyally doing her best in the style of acting that 
ad been so intensely admired in her triumphant youth. 
She had most successfully starred in Cleveland years 
efore, but at the time I speak of she was returning 
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from distant parts, widowed and poor, yet quite, quite 
confident of her ability to please the public, and with plans 
all made to star two, possibly three, years, long enough 
to secure a little home and tiny income, when she would 
retire gracefully from the sight of the regretful public. 
Meantime she entreated Mr. Ellsler, if possible, to give 
her an engagement, that she might earn money enough 
to carry her to New York and see the great agents there. 

By some unlooked-for chance the very next week was 
open, and rather tremulously as manager, but kind- 
heartedly as man, Mr. Ellsler engaged her for that week. 

The city was billed accordingly: “ Mrs. P-, the 

Queen of Tragedy ! ” — “ The celebrated Mrs. P-, 

Cleveland’s great favorite! ” — “ Especial engagement 
of Mrs. P-!” etc., etc. 

I had a tiny part in the old Grecian tragedy she opened 
in. I came early, as was my wont, ana when dressed 
went out to look at the house — good heavens! I 
gasped. Poor? it was worse than poor. Bad? it was 
worse than bad. My heart sank for her as I recalled 
how, that morning, she had asked, with a little noncha¬ 
lant air of: “ It doesn’t really matter, of course, but do 
the people here throw their flowers still, or do they send 
them up over the footlights?” Flowers? Oh, poor 
Mrs. P-! 


The overture had ended before she came out of her 
dressing-room, so she had no warning of what the house 
was like. She was all alight with pleasant anticipation. 
At a little distance she looked remarkably well; her 
Grecian robes hung gracefully, her hair was arranged 
and filleted correctly and becomingly, her movements 
were assured; only looking at the deeply drawn lines 
i her “out* 1 , made one regret that her opening 
speeches referred so distinctly to her “ dewy youth ” • 

and? 6 ^ tT aS T? US £ d to that sort of contradiction,' 
ken hea f t of e race her if only 
she had not looked so very pleased and happy. 7 

The opening scene of the old-fashioned play was well 
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on when the star appeared, and smiling graciously — 
faced the almost empty house. She halted — she gave 
the sort of sudden gasp that a dash of icy water in -the 
face might cause. The humiliating half-dozen involun- 
tary hand-claps that had greeted her fell into silence as 
she came fully into view, where she stood dismayed, 
stricken — for she was an old actress and she read the 
signs aright, she knew this was the great taboo. 

Her face whitened beneath her rouge, her lips moved 
silently. One moment she turned her back squarely 
upon the audience, for she knew her face was anguished, 
and moved by the same instinct that makes an Indian 
draw the blanket across his dying face, or the wounded 
animal seek deepest solitude, she sought to hide her suf¬ 
fering from the coldly observant few. 

With the light stricken from her eyes they looked dull 
and sunken, while every nerve and muscle of her poor 
face seemed a-quiver. It was a dreadful moment for us 
who looked on and understood. 

Presently she clinched her hands, drew a long breath, 
and facing about, took up the burden of the play, and in 
cold, flat tones began her part. She. did her best in 
the old, stilted declamatory style, that was as dead as 
many of the men and women were who used to applaud 
it. Once only the audience warmed to her a trifle, and 
as she accepted their half-hearted “call,” her sad eyes 
roved over the empty spaces of the house, a faint, tired 
smile touched her lips, while two great tears coursed 
down her cheeks. It was the moment of renunciation! 
They denied her right to the crown of popularity, and 
she, with that piteous smile, bowed to their verdict, as an 
actress must. 

At the curtain's final fall her stardom was over. She 
went very quietly to Mr. Ellsler and gave him back the 
engagement he had granted her, saying, simply: “ They 
do not want me any longer.” 

A short time after that, she sat one evening in Mr. 
Ellsler's family box, and with wide, astonished eyes gazed 
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at the packed house which greeted the jig, the clog, th 
song, the banjo of Miss Lotta, whose innocent deviltrie 
were bringing her a fortune, and when, in response to 
“ call/’ instead of appearing, Miss Lotta thrust her foe 
and ankle out beyond the curtain and wriggled them a 

the delighted crowd, poor Mrs. P- drew her han< 

across her forehead and said, in bewildered tones: “ Bu 
— I don’t understand! ” 

No, she could not understand, and Miss Lotta had no 
yet faced New York, hence John Brougham, the witty 
wise, and kindly Irish gentleman, had not yet had hi 
opportunity of summing up the brilliant and erratic stai 
as he did later on in these words: “ Act, acting, actress 
what are you thinking of? she’s no actress, she’s — why 
she’s a little dramatic cocktail! ” which was a deliciou: 
Broughamism and truthful withal. 

But that sad night, when Mrs. P-first set her fee 

in the path of obscurity, I took to myself a lesson, anc 
said: “ While I live, I will move. I will not stand stil 
in my satisfaction, should success ever come to me — 
but will try to keep my harness bright by action, in at leasl 
an effort to keep abreast with the world, for verily, verily ; 
it does move! ” 



CHAPTER TWENTY-SIXTH 


Mr. Lawrence Barrett the Brilliant and his Brother Joseph 
the Unfortunate. 

T HERE were few stars with whom I took greater 
pleasure in acting than with Mr. Lawrence Bar¬ 
rett. I sometimes wonder if even now this pro¬ 
fession really knows what great reason it has to be 
proud of him. He was a man respected by all, admired 
by many, and if loved but by few, theirs was a love so 
profound and so tender it amply sufficed. 

We are a censorious people, and just as our greatest 
virtue is generosity in giving, so our greatest fault is the 
eagerness with which we seek out the mote in our neigh¬ 
bor's eye, without feeling the slightest desire for the 
removal of the beam in our own eye. Thus one finds 
that the first and clearest memory actors have of Mr. 
Barrett is of his irascible temper and a certain air of su¬ 
periority, not of his erudition, of the high position he 
won socially as well as artistically, of the almost Titanic 
struggle of his young manhood with adverse circum¬ 
stances. 

Nor does that imply the slightest malice on their part. 
Actors, as a family trait, have a touch of childishness 
about them which they come by honestly enough. We 
all know the farther we get from infancy the weaker the 
imagination grows. Now it is imagination that makes 
the man an actor, so it is not wonderful if with the pow¬ 
erful creative fancy of childhood he should also retain a 
touch of its petulance and self-consciousness. Thus to 
many actors Mr. Barrett's greatness is lost sight of in 
the memory of some dogmatic utterance or sharp reproval 
that wounded self-love. 
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It would seem like presumption for me to offer an 
word of praise for the artistic work of his later years 
the world remembers it; the world knows, too, how hig 
he climbed, how secure was his position; but twice 
have heard the stories of his earlier years — some fror 
the lips of his brave wife, once from the lips of that be 
loved brother Joe, who was yet his dread and sorrow - 
and at each telling my throat ached at the pain of ii 
while my nerves thrilled with admiration for such en 
durance, such splendid determination. 

A paradox is, I believe, something seemingly absurc 
yet true in fact. In that case I was not so very far wrong 
in spite of general laughter, when, after my first rehearsa 
with him, I termed Mr. Barrett a man of cold enthusiasrr 
“ But,” one cried to me, “ you stupid — that's a paradox 
don't you see your words contradict each other ? ” 

“ Well,” I answered, with shame-faced obstinac} 
“ perhaps they do, but they are not contradicted by him 
You all call him icy-cold, and / know he is truly en 
thusiastic over the possibilities of this play, so tha 
makes what I call cold enthusiasm, however par-a-para 
doxy ( ?) it sounds.” 

And now, after all the years, I can approve that child 
ish judgment. He was a man whose intellectual enthusi 
asm was backed by a cold determination that would neve 
let him say “ die ” while he had breath in his body an< 
a stage to rehearse on. 

I have a miserable memory for names, and often ii 
the middle of a remark the name I intended to mentioi 
will pass from my remembrance utterly; so, all my life 
I have had the very bad habit of trying to make my hearer, 
understand whom I meant by imitating or mentioning 
some trait peculiar to the nameless one, and I general!] 
succeeded. 

As, for instance, when I wished to tell whom I hac 
seen taking away a certain book, I said: “ It was Mr 
— er : — er, oh, you know, Mr. — er, why this man,” anc 
I pulled in my head like a turtle and hitched up my shoul- 
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ders to my ears, and the anxious owner cried: “ Oh, 
Thompson has it, has he?” Thompson having, so far 
as we could see, no neck at all — my pantomime sug¬ 
gested his name. 

Everyone can recall the enormous brow of Mr. Bar¬ 
rett, and how beneath his great, burning eyes his cheeks 
hollowed suddenly in, thinning down to his sensitive 
mouth. I was on the stage in New Orleans, the first 
morning of my engagement there (I was under Mr. 
Daly’s management, but he had loaned me for a fort¬ 
night), and I started out with: “ Mr. Daly said to please 

ask Mr.-,” away went the name — goodness gracious, 

should I forget my own name next! 

The stage manager suggested: “ Mr. Rogers.” 

“ No, oh, no! I mean Mr. — er — er,” and I trailed 
off helplessly. 

“Mr. Seymour?” offered a lady. 

“No, no! that’s not it!” I cried; “why, goodness 
mercy me! you all know whom I mean — the — the 
actor with the hungry eyes? ” 

“ Oh, Barrett! ” they shouted, all save one voice, that 
with a mighty laugh cried out: “That’s my brother 
Larry, God bless him! no one could miss that descrip¬ 
tion, for sure he looks as hungry to-day as ever he did 
when he felt hungry to his heart’s core! ” 

And so it was that I first met poor Joe Barrett, who 
worshipped the brother whose sore torment he was. For 
this great, broad-shouldered, ruddy-faced fellow with the 
boyish laugh had ever in his veins the craving for liquor 
— that awful inherited appetite that can nullify prayer 
and break down the most fixed determination. 

“ Ah! ” he cried to me, “ no one, no one can ever know 
how good Larry has been to me, for while he is fighting 
and struggling to rise, every little while some lapse of 
mine drags him back a bit. Yet he never casts me off — 
never disowns me. He has had to discharge me for the 
sake of discipline here, but he has re-engaged me. He 
has sent me away, but he has taken me back again. I 
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promise, and fail to keep my promise. I fall, and he 
picks me up. Through the cursed papers I have dragged 
my brother through the mud, but the sweet Saviour could 
hardly forgive me more fully than Larry does, for, look 
you, he never forgets that I am the son of my father, 
who was accursed before me, while he is the son of oui 
poor mother — blessed be her name! It isn’t that 1 
don’t try. I keep straight until the agony of longing 
begins to turn into a mad desire to do bodily harm tc 
someone — anyone, and then, fearing worse, I drink m> 
fill, and the papers find me out, and are not content tc 
tell of the disgraceful condition of Joseph Barrett, bul 
must add, always, ‘the brother of the prominent actor 
Mr. Lawrence Barrett/ Poor Larry! poor little deli¬ 
cate chap that he used to be, with his big, brainy head — 
too heavy for his weak neck and frail body to carry/’ 

And then he told me of their sorrowful life, their pov¬ 
erty. The often-idle father and his dislike for the deli¬ 
cate boy, whose only moment of happiness was when the 
weary mother, the poor supper over, sat for a little tc 
breathe and rest, and held his heavy head upon her lov¬ 
ing breast, while Joe sang his songs or told all the hap¬ 
penings of the day. 

That happy Joe, who had no pride and was quite ai 
satisfied without a seat to his small trousers as with one 
Then he told me how hard it was for Lawrence to learn 
how he had to grind and grind at the simplest lesson, bul 
once having acquired it, it was his for life. 

“ Why, even now/’ said he, “ in confidence I’m tell¬ 
ing you, my brother is studying like a little child ai 
French, and it does seem that he cannot learn it. H« 
works so desperately over it, a doctor has warned him 
he must choose between French and his many " parts 9 
or break down from overwork. But he will go on ham¬ 
mering at his parlez-vous until he learns them or die* 
trying.” 

“ If you were to live with your brother, might not thal 
help to keep you strong?” I asked. 
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“ Now, my dear little woman/' he smiled, “ Larry is 
human, in some respects, if he is almost God-like toward 
me. Remember he has a young family now, and though 
his wife is as good as gold and always patient with me, 
I am not the kind of example a man would care to place 
before his little ones, and as Lawrence is devoured with 
ambition for them and their future, he rightly guards 
them from too close contact with the drag and curse of 
his own life, in whom he, and he alone, can see the sturdy 
tow-headed brother of the old boyish days, who saved 
him from many and many a kick and thump his delicate 
body could ill have borne." 

Joe told me of his dead wife — Viola Crocker that 
was — the niece of Mrs. Bowers and Mrs. Conway; of 
their happiness and their misery. Describing himself as 
having been “ in heaven or in hell — without any be- 
twixts and betweens." His devotion to me was very 
great. He was “ hard-up " for money, as the men ex¬ 
press it, but he would manage to bring me a single rose 
or one bunch of grapes or a half-dozen mushrooms or 
some such small offering every day; and learning of his 
bitter mortification because he could not hire a carriage 
to take me out to see the curious old French cemetery, 
I made him supremely happy by expressing a desire to 
ride in one of those funny bob-tailed, mule-drawn street¬ 
cars— the result being a trip by my mother, Mr. Bar¬ 
rett, and myself to the famous cemetery. 

I don't know that I ever heard anyone sing Irish and 
Scottish ballads more tenderly, more pathetically than 
did Joe Barrett, and as my mother was very fond of old 
songs, he used to sit and sing one after another for her. 
That day there was no one in the crawling little car but 
we three, and presently he began to sing. But, oh, what 
was it that he sang? Irish, unmistakably — a lament, 
rising toward its close into the keen of some clan. It 
wrung the very heart. 

“ Don’t! ’’ I exclaimed. My mother’s face was turned 
away, my throat ached, even Joe’s eyes had filled. 
“What is it?" I asked. 
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“ I don’t know its name,” he answered, “ I have al¬ 
ways put it on programmes as "A Lament.’ I learned 
it from an Irish emigrant-lad, who was from the North, 
and who was dying fast from consumption and home- 
hunger. Is not that wail chilling? As he gave the song 
it seemed like a message from the dying.” 

At the end of our stroll among the flowers and trees 
and past those strange stone structures that look so like 
serious-minded bake-ovens, having to wait for a car, we 
sat on a stone bench, and in that quiet city of the dead 
Joe’s voice rose, tenderly reverent, in that simple air that 
was yet an anguish of longing, followed by a wail for 
the dead. 

My mother wept silently. I said, softly: “ It’s a 
plaint and a farewell,” and Joe brought his eyes back 
from the great cross, blackly silhouetted against the 
flaming sky, and slowly said: “ Beloved among women, 
it is a message — a message from the dying or the dead, 
believe that.” 

And a time came when — well, when almost I did be¬ 
lieve that. 

Later on, when Mr. Barrett stood second only to Mr. 
Booth in his profession, well established, well off, well 
dressed, polished and refined of manner, aye, and genial, 
too, to those he liked, I came by accident upon a most 
gracious act of his and, following it up, found him deep 
in a conspiracy to deceive a stricken woman into receiv¬ 
ing the aid her piteous determination to stand alone made 
impossible to offer openly. I looked at the generous, 
prosperous, intellectual, intensely active gentleman, sur¬ 
rounded by clever wife and the pretty, thoroughly edu¬ 
cated daughters, who were chaperoned in all their walks 
to and from park or music-lesson or shopping-trip, and 
I wondered at the distance little “ Larry,” with the heavy 
head and frail body, had traveled, and bowed respect¬ 
fully to such magnificent energy. 

Even then there arose a cry from the profession that 
Mr. Barrett was dictatorial, that he assumed airs of su- 
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periority. Mr. Barrett was wrapped up, soul and body, 
in the proper production of the play in hand. He was 
keenly observant and he was sensitive. When an actor 
had his mind fixed upon a smoke or a glass of beer, and 
cared not one continental dollar whether the play failed 
or succeeded, so long as he got his “ twenty dollars 
per —Mr. Barrett knew it, and became “ dictatorial ” 
in his effort to force the man into doing his work prop¬ 
erly. I worked with him, both as a nobody and as some¬ 
body, and I know that an honest effort to comprehend 
and carry out his wishes was recognized and appreciated. 

As for his airs of superiority — well, the fact is he 
was superior to many. He was intellectual and he was 
a student to the day of his death. When work at the 
theatre was over he turned to study. He never was well 
acquainted with Tom and Dick, nor yet with Harry. His 
back fitted a lamp-post badly. He would not have known 
how “ to jolly the crowd.” He was not a full, volu¬ 
minous, and ready story-teller for the boys, who called him 
cold and hard. God knows he had needed the coldness 
and the so-called hardness, or how could he have en¬ 
dured the privations of the long journey from his weary 
mother’s side to this position of honor. 

Cold, hard, dictatorial, superior? Well, there is a 
weak lean-on-somebody sort of woman, who will love 
any man who will feed and shelter her — she doesn’t 
count. But when a clear-minded, business-like, clever 
woman, a wife for many years, loves her husband with 
the tenderest sentiment and devotion, I’m ready to wager 
something that it was tenderness and devotion in the 
husband that first aroused like sentiments in the wife. 

Mrs. Barrett was shrewd, far-seeing, business-like — 
a devoted and watchful mother, but her love for her hus¬ 
band had still the freshness, the delicate sentiment of 
young wifehood. When she thought fit, she bullied him 
shamefully; when she thought fitter, she “ guyed ” him 
unmercifully.. Think of that! And it was delightful to 
see the great, solemn-eyed personification of dignity 
smilingly accepting her buffets. 
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But, oh, to hear that wife tell of the sorrows and trials 
they had faced together, of their absurd makeshifts, of 
their small triumphs over poverty, of Lawrence’s steady 
advance in his profession, of that beautiful day when they 
moved into a little house all by themselves, when he be¬ 
came, as he laughingly boasted, “a householder, not a 
forlorn, down-trodden boarder! ” 

Their family, besides themselves, then consisted of one 
little girl and Lawrence’s beloved old mother, and he had 
a room to study in in peace, and the two women talked 
and planned endlessly about curtains and furniture, and 

— oh, well, about some more very small garments that 
would, God willing, be needed before a very great while. 
And one day Lawrence looked about his little table, and 
said: “ It’s too good, it can’t last, it can’t! ” and the 
women kissed him and laughed at him; yet all the time 
he was right, it did not last. An awful bolt seemed to 
fall from the blue sky. It was one of those pitiful dis¬ 
asters that sometimes come upon the very old — par¬ 
ticularly to those who have endured much, suffered much, 
as had the elder Mrs. Barrett in the past. 

I wept as I heard the story of the devoted son’s dry¬ 
eyed agony, of the awful fears his condition aroused in 
the minds of those close to him, and then suddenly she, 
the wife, had been stricken down, and her danger and 
that of the tiny babe had brought him to his old self 
again. 

He worked on then for some months, grateful for the 
sparing of his dear ones, when quite suddenly and pain¬ 
lessly the stricken old mother passed from sleep to life 
everlasting. Then when Joseph was to be summoned 

— Joe who worshipped the mother’s footprint in the 
dust —he was not to be found. He had fallen again 
into disgrace, had been discharged, had disappeared, no 
one knew whither. 

“ Oh, dear Father! ” cried Mrs. Barrett, “ what did 
not Lawrence suffer for Joe! knowing what his agony 
would be when he knew all — but we could do no more. 
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The funeral took place. White as marble, Lawrence sent 
us all home, and himself waited till the last clod of earth 
was piled upon the grave; then waited till the men had 
gone, waited to kneel and pray a moment before leaving 
the old mother there alone. And as he knelt he noted 
how nearly dark it was, and thought he must not linger 
long or the gates would be locked upon him. As he rose 
from his knees, he was startled to see, through the dusk, 
a tall form coming toward him. It would dodge behind 
a monument, and after a moment’s pause would come 
a little nearer. Suddenly the drooping, lurching figure 
became familiar to him. With a groan he hid himself 
behind a tombstone and waited — waited until suspicion 
became certainty, and he knew that the bent, weary 
funeral guest was his brother, Joe! 

“ He held his peace until the wanderer found his way 
along the darkening path to that pathetic stretch of freshly 
broken earth, where, with an exceeding bitter cry, he 
flung his arms above his head and fell all his length along 
the grave that held the sweetest and the holiest thing 
God had ever given him, an honest, loving mother, and 
clutched the damp clods in his burning hands, and 
gasped out: ‘ Oh, mother! I have hungered and I have 
tramped with the curse upon me, too; I have hungered 
and tramped so far, so far, hoping just to be in time to 
see your dear face once more, and now they’ve shut you 
away from me, from the bad boy you never turned your 
patient eyes away from! Oh, mother! whatever can I 
do without you, all alone! all alone! ’ 

“ At that child-like cry from the broken man, prostrate 
on the grave, Lawrence Barrett’s heart turned to water, 
and kneeling down he lifted to his breast the tear-blurred, 
drink-blemished face of his brother, and kissed him as 
his mother might have done. Thus they prayed together 
for the repose of the soul of their beloved, and then, with 
his arm about the wanderer, to steady his failing steps, 
Lawrence led him to his little home, and, as they entered, 
he turned and said: ‘Joe, can’t you take back those 


214 life on the stage 

words, “all alone,” can’t you? ’ and Joe nodded his head, 
and throwing his arms about his brother’s neck, an¬ 
swered: ' Never alone, while my little brother Larry 
lives and forgives 1 ’ ” 


CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVENTH 


I play “ Marie ” to Oblige — Mr. Barrett's Remarkable 
Call — Did I Receive a Message from the Dying or the 
Dead ? 

F ROM the time when, as a ballet-girl, I was called 
forward and given the part of Marie in “ The 
Marble Heart/' a play Mr. Barrett was starring 
in, to the then distant day of that really splendid com¬ 
bination with Mr. Edwin Booth, I never saw the former 
when he was not burning with excitement over some 
production he had in mind, if not yet in rehearsal. Even 
in his sleep he saw perfect pictures of scenery not yet 
painted, just as before “ Ganalon " he used to dream of 
sharp lance and gay pennon moving in serried ranks, of 
long lines of nobles and gentlemen who wore the Cross 
of the Crusader. 

His friends were among the highest of God's Aris¬ 
tocracy of Brains — 'twas odd that sculptors, artists, 
poets, thinkers should strike hands with so “ cold" a 
man and call him friend! 

b I remember well the dismayed look that came upon 
his face when I was ordered from the ballet ranks to 
take the place of the lady — a hard, high-voiced sou- 
brette, who was to have played Marie, had not a sore 
throat mercifully prevented her. But at my first “ Thank 
you — I'd rather go — yonder—," pointing to the dis¬ 
tant convent, his eyes widened, suddenly a sort of tremor 
came to his lips. He was at my side in an instant, tell¬ 
ing me to indicate my convent as on the opposite side, 
so that my own attitude would be more picturesque to 
the audience. Between the acts he said to me: “ Have 
you any opinion of Marie , Miss er — er?” 
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“ My name’s ‘ just Clara/ ” I kindly interjected. 

"Well,” he smiled, “‘just Clara/ have you formed 
any idea of this Marie’s character? ” 

“ Why/’ I answered, “ to me she seems a perfect walk¬ 
ing gratitude; in real life she would be rather dog-like, 
I’m afraid; but in the play she is just beautiful.” 

He looked solemnly at me, and then he said: “ And 
you are just beautiful, too, for you are a little thinking 
actress. Now if you have the power of expressing what 
you think, do you know I am very honestly interested, 
‘just Clara/ in your share of to-night’s work.” 

The play went well as a whole, and as Marie is one 
of the most tenderly pathetic creations conceivable, I s^t 
and wept as I told her story; but imagine my amaze¬ 
ment when, as Mr. Barrett bent over my hand, a gre^t 
hot tear fell from his cheek upon it. 

“Oh, my girl,” he said, when the play was over, 
“don’t let anything on God’s footstool dishearten you. 
Work! work! you have such power, such delicacy of 
expression with it — you are Marie, the little stupidly 
religious, dog-like ‘ Marie the resigned/ that you have 
renamed for me ‘ Marie the grateful.’ ” 

When I was leading woman he wished to do that play 
for a single night. Of course Marco belonged to me, 
but the big, handsome, cold-voiced second woman could 
well talk through Marco , while she would (artistically 
speaking) damn Marie . Mr. Barrett was very hungry- 
eyed, there was positive famine in them, as he mourn¬ 
fully said: “ I would give a great deal to hear you tell 
Marie’s story again — to see you and your little bundle 
and bandaged foot. Such a clever touch that — that 
bandaged foot, no other Marie dares do that; but you 
have turned your back on the ‘ grateful one ’; you can’t 
afford to do her again.” 

“ Mr. Barrett,” I asked, “ do you wish me to play 
Marie now ? ” 

“Do I wish it?” he echoed, “I wish it with all my 
heart, but I have no right to ask a sacrifice from you 
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benefit the whole performance, as well 
personal pleasure.” 

pager does not object,” I said, “ I am quite 
^ the leading part and play Marie again.” 
1 he fairly stammered for a moment, 

-tou are an artiste and a brave and gen- 
snall remember this action of yours, ‘ just 

K 

a nianager, after some objection, having 
pee more put on the rusty black gown, took 

a nd asked of the gay ladies from Paris 
C corxvent, yonder — finding in the tears of 
0.nd the excellence of the general perform¬ 
ed for playing second fiddle that evening. 
i ma -rried days, when the great coffee-urn 
cn ace to my composure and dignity, at a 
tner, when Mr. William Black, the famous 
,ttish novels, honored me by his presence 
Mr. Barrett on my left, moved, no one 
#t freak of memory, lifted his glass, and, 
said : “ * Just Clara/ your health! ” 

1 little, and was nodding back, when Mr. 
w everything through those glasses of his, 
favoritism, favoritism! why, bless my heart, 
health ten minutes ago, and you never 
5I1 for me! And I am chief guest, and on 
1 of the hostess — explanations are now in 

arrett said that he would explain on their 
rb, whereupon Mr. Black wrinkled up his 
illy, and said he “ scented a story ” — 
cried, “ it’s the sweetest scent in the world, 
nating trail to follow! ” 
thankful that he did not hunt down his 
id there, for he could be as mischievous as 
as persistent as any enfant terrible , if he 
/ere depriving him of a story. 

creep into my eyes at the same moment, 
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yet must I laugh whenever I think of Mr. Barrett’s las 
“call” upon me. We were unknowingly stopping i 
the same hotel. On the way to the dining-room for 
bit of lunch, Mr. Harriott and Mr. Barrett met, ex 
changed greetings, and when the latter found I was nc 
going to luncheon, and was moreover suffering from 
most severe attack of neuralgia, he asked if he could nc 
call upon me for a few moments. 

Mr. Harriott looked doubtful, and while he hesitatec 
Mr. Barrett hastily added: “ Of course I shall merel 
say ' How do you do/ and express my sympathy, sine 
I know something about neuralgia myself — that’s all/ 

Upon which they turned back, and Mr. Harriott ush 
ered the unexpected, the spick-and-span caller into m 
presence, with the reassuring word: “ Mr. Barrett i 
sparing a moment or two of his time, Clara, to expres 
his sympathy for 3^ou.” . 

When a woman knows she is an “ object,” words o 
welcome for the unexpected visitor are apt to come hall 
ingly from the tongue, and that I was an “ object ” n 
one can deny. A loose, pink dressing-gown was bad, 
knit white shawl huddled about the shoulders was worse 
but, oh, worst of all, my hair was all scrambled up t 
the top of my head (hair was dressed low then), and 
broad handkerchief bandage concealed from the eye, bu 
not from the nose, the presence of a remedial poultice g 
flour and brandy. 

Truly it is such acts as this that brings many a well 
meaning but apparently demented husband into the di 
vorce court. Now any friend, relative, or servant woul 
have bravely but politely prevaricated to the last gas 
rather than have admitted a caller to me in that state 
but husbands have no discretion, husbands have no - 
well, that’s too large a contract, so I’ll keep to that cal 

I was aghast for a moment, but the warm pressure c 
Mr. Barrett’s hand, his brightening eye gave me sue 
an impression of sincerity in his pleased greeting that » 
forgot I was an "object,” and asked him to sit dow 
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for a chat, as eagerly as though I had had all my war¬ 
paint on. 

We were soon exchanging memories of the past, and 
Mr. Harriott, having a business engagement ahead, ex¬ 
cused himself and withdrew. Mr. Barrett, calling after 
him: “Til join you in a moment,” resumed his conver¬ 
sation. There still stood on the table a pot of tea and a 
plate holding two pieces of toast. They had been meant 
for my lunch, but neuralgia had the call, and lunch had 
been ignored; so, as we talked on and on, presently Mr. 
Barrett, seeing my bandage sliding down over my eyes, 
rose, and, without pausing in his rapid description of a 
certain picture he had seen abroad in its creator’s studio, 
he passed behind me, tightened the knot of the handker¬ 
chief, put the sofa-pillow behind my head, a stool under 
my feet, and resumed his seat. 

Then I talked and talked, and grew excited, then 
thirsty. I drew the tray nearer and poured out a cup 
of tea. 

“ Give me some,” said Mr. Barrett, who was now tell¬ 
ing me about a sitting of Parliament in London. 

“ Let me order some that’s fresh,” I replied. 

“ No, no! ” he cried, impatiently, “ that will be such 
an interruption — no, no! ” 

I gave him then a cup of cold tea. Presently I broke 
off a bit of the stiff and repellant toast, with its chilled, 
pale gleam of butter, and nibbled it. His hand went 
forth and broke off a bit also. We were on a new poem 
then, and Mr. Barrett seemed thrilling to his finger-tips 
with the delight of it. He repeated lines; I questioned 
his reading; we experimented, placing emphasis first on 
this word, then on that. We generally agreed, but we 
came an awful cropper over Gladstone. 

How fiercely we clashed over the grand old man those 
who knew Mr. Barrett will guess from the fact that dur¬ 
ing the fray he excitedly undid two buttons of his tight 
frock-coat. The ends of his white silk muffler now hung 
down his back, fluttering when he moved like a small 
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pair of white wings. I have a recollection, too, of 1 s 
rising, and, apparently unconscious of his act, lighti g 
the gas, while he passionately demanded of me the r< t- 
son why Dickens could not create a real woman. 

At last we came up hard^ and fast against Hami L 
The air was thick with stories. Part of the time e 
talked together in our eagerness. Mr. Barrett’s coat v is 
quite unbuttoned; the curl on his wide brow had gro' n 
as frizzly as any common curl might grow. Two roui i, 
red spots spread over his high cheek-bones, his eyes w :e 
hungrily glowing; he had just taken a long breath c id 
made a start on an audience with the Pope, when I r. 
Harriott entered and said: “ I beg your pardon, I r. 
Barrett, there’s a man outside who is very anxiou ly 
inquiring for you.” 

“ For me ? ” exclaimed Mr. Barrett, with astoni la¬ 
ment, “ that’s rather impertinent, it seems to me! ” 

Suddenly he noticed the gas-light. He started a o- 
lently, he pulled out his watch, then sprang to his f< it, 
crying: “ Good God! Harriott, that’s my dresser lo Ic¬ 
ing for me — I ought to be in my dressing-room. W at 
will Mr. Booth think has become of me, and what, in 
heaven’s name, do you think of me ? ” 

He hastily buttoned himself into rigidity, rescued be 
flying ends of his muffler, and holding my hands fo a 
moment, he laughed: “You are not only 'just Cla a/ 
but you are the only Clara that would make me so utt< ly 
forgetful of all rules of etiquette. Forgive, and go d~ 
by l ” and he made an astonishingly hasty exit. 

That “ call,” that lasted from one till seven, with he 
accompanying picture of the stately Lawrence Bar ett 
drinking cold tea and eating stiff cold toast, while he 
talked brilliantly of all things under heaven, is one of ny 
quaintest memories. 

One loves to think of those years of his close relati ns 
with Mr. Booth. Artistically, the combination was an 
ideal one; commercially, it was a most successful c le; 
while it certainly brought out qualities of gentler *ss 
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and devotion in Mr. Barrett that the public had not ac¬ 
credited him with. 

The position of manager and co-star was a difficult 
one, and only Barrett’s loving comprehension of Booth’s 
peculiarities, as well as his greatness, made that position 
tenable. Mr. Booth loathed business details; he was 
sorrowful and weary; he had tasted all the sweets the 
world had to offer, but only their under tang of bitter¬ 
ness was left upon his lips. He had grown coldly indif¬ 
ferent to the call of the public, but Mr. Barrett believed 
that under this ash of lassitude there still glowed the 
clear fire of genius, and when they went forth to try 
their great experiment, Mr. Booth found himself re¬ 
spected, honored, guarded as any woman might have 
been. He was asked no questions about scene or scenery, 
about play or percentage — his privacy and peace were 
ever of the first consideration. Mr. Barrett was his 
agent, manager, stage-manager, friend, co-worker, and 
dramatic guardian angel — all he asked of him in re¬ 
turn was to act. 

And how splendidly Mr. Booth responded the public 
can well remember. As he said laughingly to a friend, 
at the end of the first season: “ Good work, eh ? well, 
why should I not do good work, after all Barrett has 
done for me. Why, I never knew what c-o-m-f-o-r-t 
spelled before. I arrive — someone says: ‘ Here’s your 
room, Mr. Booth.’ I go in and smoke. At night, some¬ 
one says: ‘ Here’s your dressing-room, sir,’ and I go in 
and dress, yes, and smoke, and then act. That’s all, ab¬ 
solutely all that I have to do, except to put out my hand 
and take my surprisingly big share of the receipts now 
and then. Good work, eh? well, I’ll give him the best 
that’s in me, he deserves it.” 

And in the beautiful friendship that grew up between 
the melancholy, gentle Booth and the nervously energetic 
Barrett I believe each gave to the other the best that 
was in him. 

Before leaving the Barretts I should like to mention 
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an odd happening connected with Joe and my visit t< 
New Orleans, where the theatre was under the manage 
ment of Lawrence Barrett and Mr. Rogers. The com 
pany had taken for me one of those quick likings peculia 
to our people; principally, I think, because being 
temporary star (by the grace of Mr. Daly's will) the 
had expected me to be haughtily dictatorial, instead c 
shy to the point of misery, and because of their mistak 
they treated me like a long-sought sister, instead of th 
stranger I was. 

They publicly presented me with a gift on my la; 
night, and almost in a body saw my mother and myse 
off on our Sunday night start for home. Everyone ha 
left the car but big, hearty Joe Barrett — he still clun 
silently to my hands, though my mother begged him 1 
go before he met with an injury. The train was out c 
the depot — the speed increasing rapidly, before \ 
dropped off, safely landing just beneath a light, hig 
above his head. His hat was off, his empty hand hel 
out toward me, and in that light his face was as the fa< 
of the sorrowful dead. It chilled me, all my high spiri 
flattened down suddenly; I turned, and said: “ Did yc 
see, mother? ” and she answered: “ It was the light, ar 
his unhappiness, that made him look so like a — so sad 
so I knew she had seen him as I had. 

Our journey was saddened by an accident, and whe 
the train backed to take up the creature it had crushte 
not knowing what had happened, by chance I glance 
down from the window, full into the face of the victi: 
as they bore him past. He had been a large, broa< 
shouldered man, and the still, white face was so like Ba 
rett's that I almost fainted. Everyone in the car seem* 
to feel some measure of culpability for the mishap; at 
at every unusual jolt or jar we looked with frighten* 
eyes from the windows, dreading lest another stretchy 
might be borne into view. At last we were at home, ar 
in work I regained my usual spirits. 

A few weeks, three or four, had passed. One mori 
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ing I awakened myself from a dreamless sleep by my 
own singing. I faced the blank wall. I smiled sleepily 
at the absurdity of the thing, then I grew more awake, 
and as I sang on, I said to myself: “ What is it — why, 
what can it be, that I am singing? ” 

There were no words to this mournful, heart-breaking 
air, that ended with a wail, long and weird. 

“ Mother,” I called, the door being open between our 
rooms, “ Mother, did you hear me singing just now?” 

“ Well, yes,” she replied, “ since I am not deaf, I heard 
you very plainly.” 

“ Oh,” I cried, “ can you tell me what it was I sang? ” 

My mother raised her head and looked in at me sur- 
prisedly: “ Why, what is the matter with you, child — 
aren't you awake, that you don't know what you are 
doing? You were singing ‘the lament' Joe Barrett 
sang in the French cemetery.” 

“ Oh! ” I cried, in late-coming recognition, “ you are 
right.” I scrambled up, and thrusting back my hair from 
my face, started to sing it again, and lo! not a note could 
I catch. Again and again I tried; I shut my eyes and 
strove to recall that wail — no use. Then, remembering 
what a memory my mother had for airs heard but once 
or twice, I called: “ Dear, can't you start ‘ the lament' 
for me, I have lost it entirely?” 

She opened her lips, paused, looked surprised, then 
said, positively: “ I might never have heard it, I can't 
get either its beginning or ending.” 

I sprang from the bed, and in bare, unslippered feet, 
ran to the piano in the front room — no use; I never 
again heard, waking or sleeping, another note of “ the 
lament.” 

Mother called out presently: “ Do you know what time 
it is? Go back and finish your sleep, it's not quite six 
o'clock.” 

As I obediently returned to my room, I said, in a 
troubled voice: “ What do you suppose it means, moth¬ 
er? ” and as she snuggled her head back upon her pillow, 
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she laughingly answered: “ Oh, I suppose it’s a sign 
you are going to hear from Joe Barrett soon. If you 
do, I hope it won't be anything bad, poor fellow! ” for 
mother liked the “ big Irish boy," as she called him. 

I fell asleep again, but was up and ready at nine for 
our rather-foreign breakfast of coffee, rolls, and salad, 
Now in our partnership mother was mistress of the house 
and I, doing the outside work, being the wage-winner 
was the man of the house, and as such had the master*! 
inalienable right to the morning paper with my coffee 
That the mistress occasionally peeped at the headline, 
before the master rose was a fact judiciously ignored b; 
both, so long as the paper was ever found neatly foldel 
beside the waiting coffee-cup. Imagine then my surpris 
when, coming into the room, I found my mother sitting a 
table with the badge of authority in her own hands, an . 
my cup standing shorn of all its dignity. She avoided m ■ 
eye, and hastily pouring coffee, said: “ Drink it whil : 
it's hot, dear, and — and I'll just glance at the paper i 
moment." 

I sat back and stared, and I was just beginning 1 ) 
laugh at our small comedy when I discovered th; t 
mother, she of the rock-steady nerves, was tremblinj . 
Without looking up, she said again: “ Drink your co - 
fee — ni give you the paper presently.” 

I sipped a little and watched. She was not reading a 
line. I put down the cup. “ Mother/’ said I, “ is the e 
anything in that paper that will interest me?” 

She looked up hastily: “Drink your coffee, ai d 

m—” 

“Is there?” I broke in. 

Tears rose in her eyes. “ Y-y-yes,” she stammere 1, 
“ there is something here that will interest — rather tl it 
will grieve you, but if you would please take yo if 
coffee! ” 

I caught up the cup and emptied it at a draught, th n 
held out my hand. Mother gave me the paper and h It 
the room; as her first sob reached my ear, I read: “ Su b 
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den death of the actor, Joseph Barrett/’ I sat staring 
stupidly, and before I saw another word there came to 
my ears the shivering of leaves, and a grave voice, say¬ 
ing : “ It is a message from the dying or — the dead — 
believe that/’ 

“What,” I asked, dully, “what is a message?” and 
then the blood chilled at piy heart as I recalled “ the 
lament,” Joe had said: “ It is a message from the dying 
— or the dead.” 

After rehearsal, Mr. Daly wished to see me in his bit 
of a staircase-office in front of the house. He desired 
help in deciding about several scenes he meant to have 
built from old engravings. Suddenly he came to a stand¬ 
still. “ What’s the matter with you ? ” he cried; “ where 
are your splendid spirits ? you have been absent and heavy 
all morning — what’s the matter ? ” 

“ Oh, nothing much,” I began, when he angrily inter¬ 
rupted : “ For heaven’s sake, spare me that senseless an¬ 
swer. If you won’t tell me, say so. Refuse me your 
confidence, if you choose, but don’t treat me as though 
I were a fool by saying nothing , when you look as if 
you’d seen a ghost! ” 

“ Oh, don’t! ” I cried, and astonished my irate man¬ 
ager by bursting into tears. He instantly became gentle, 
and forcing a thimbleful of Chartreuse (which I loath) 
upon me, he once more asked what was the matter. 

And then I told him of the dying emigrant — of Joe’s 
feeling for me — of the singing of “the lament,” and 
at Joe’s words: “It’s a message from the dying, or the 
dead.” 

Mr. Daly’s fingers trembled like aspen leaves, his eyes 
dilated to perfect blackness, and almost he whispered the 
words: “ Well, child — well ? ” 

I told of the song, begun in sleep, continued in wake¬ 
fulness to its wailing end, and then lost — utterly lost! 
And leaning his pale face eagerly toward me, Mr. Daly 
exclaimed: “He proved his words, good God! don’t 
you see that — that air was his message to you ? a mes- 
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sage from the dying or the dead! ” his fingers nervously 
sought the little amulet he wore. 

“ But/’ I objected, “ he had been dead many hours 
before the song came to me? ” 

When, with the utmost conviction, he instantly an¬ 
swered : “Think how far you were asunder — what a 
distance he had to come to you! ” 

Being a very "'practical young person, a smile was ris¬ 
ing to my lips, but a glance into his earnest eyes, thal 
had become strange and mystic, checked it. 

“ I shall tell Father D—y of this,” he said, half to him¬ 
self, then, looking at me, he added: “ The man loved yoi 
greatly, whatever he may have been, for you have re 
ceived his message — whether it came from the mat 
dying or the man dead. Go home, child; never mint 
about the scenes to-day — go home! ” 

And with that weird idea firmly fixed in his mind, h< 
dismissed me. 


CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHTH 


I accept an Engagement with Mr. Macaulay for Cincin¬ 
nati as Leading Lady—My Adieus to Cleveland—Mr. 
Ellsler Presents Me with a Watch. 

A FTER years of weary waiting, years of patient 
work, I had reached the position of juvenile 
leads de jure, but of general hack de facto , and 
then, lacking as my character was in the element of 
** push,” even I could see plainly that I was throwing 
away myself and my chances in life by remaining in a 
position where I faced the sign of “ No thoroughfare.” 

That Mrs. Ellsler would retain the leading business 
while her husband retained a theatre was certain. I knew 
positively that some of Cleveland’s leading business men, 
sturdy supporters of the theatre, finding that their mildly 
expressed dissatisfaction with the make-up of the com¬ 
pany was ignored, had written and plainly asked for a 
change, just as Mr. Ellsler, every two years, changed the 
comedian, leading man, etc., etc. They declared that his 
business, would double in consequence; and this was 
submitted with the kindliest intentions and no wish to 
wound anyone, etc., and they were, with great respect — 
various business men. 

At all events, when the letter had produced embar¬ 
rassed discomfort in one quarter and fierce anger in an¬ 
other, it became inactive. I rightly judged that the “ No 
thoroughfare ” sign was permanent — there was no fur¬ 
ther advancement possible in that theatre; therefore I 
rejoiced greatly when I had an engagement offered me, 
even though, for reasons touching the reputation of the 
manager who wrote, I refused it — still an offer of lead¬ 
ing business heartened me, and I felt gratefully sure some 
% 227 
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star had spoken a kind word in my behalf. There w i 
so much hanging upon that possible engagement, toe 
it meant more than advancement professionally, moi i 
than gratified ambition. Never yet had I been able 1 > 
go beyond the taking care of myself and lending a hel] • 
ing hand in sickness to my mother; while, to my ui ■ 
sleeping distress, my bitter mortification, she had st l 
to work. We were still apart, save for my regular week ; 
visit, and such a small increase in salary would ha 2 
made it possible for us to live together, after a mannt , 
in a very small way, but we would rather have been he f 
alive and together than have thrilled with superabunda t 
vitality while separated. 

As my services had never seemed to be regarded se - 
ously by anyone but the star of the especial occasion, I 
was not utterly taken aback when I found my intention f 
stepping bravely out into the big world received wi h 
surprise and cold disapproval. Really, I was almost cc - 
vinced that I had still the very a-b-abs of my busin< s 
yet to learn, that I was rash and headstrong and 11 
puffed up with strange, unseemly vanity; but just as I 
was sinking back to that “ old-slipper ” state of mind < 
sired, a letter came from the well-known, thorougl y 
established actor-manager, Mr. Barney Macaulay, w o 
offered me the leading business at Wood’s Museu 1 , 
Cincinnati, O. 

The salary was very small, but I understood perfec y 
that any manager would offer as small a salary to ^ y 
actress whose first season it was as leading woman. 

Oh, my! oh, my! but there followed a period of 
scant sunshine, of hot argument, of cold and cauti< is 
advice, of terrifying hints of lacking qualities. Want of 
dignity, of power, of authority! The managerial for 2 s 
were winning all along the line of argument, when, 1 ce 
many another combatant who faces annihilation, I t< >k 
a desperate chance; I called up every dissatisfied spe :h 
of my absent mother, every complaint, regret, reproa h, 
every word of disappointment, of vexation, of urgi g. 
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of goading, of stern command, and arming these words 
with parental authority I mounted them upon a mother’s 
fierce wrath, and thus, as cavalry, recklessly hurled them 
at full charge upon the enemy’s line. I had no infantry 
of proof to support my cavalry’s move, it was sheer des¬ 
peration; but Fortune is a fickle jade, she sprang sud¬ 
denly to my side. The managerial lines broke before 
the mother’s charge, and before he had them reformed 
I had written Mr. Macaulay that I was ready to con¬ 
sider to accept the offered engagement, if, etc., etc., and 
then put on my hat and jacket and went forth and 
cleverly showed, first the offered engagement to arouse 
my victimized parent’s hopes, then descanted upon the 
opposition offered to my acceptance of it, and when she 
was warmed with indignation I confessed to using her 
as my principal weapon — even admitted making up 
some speeches, and being hot and pleased, indignant and 
proud, she forgave me, and I bit my lips hard to keep 
silence about a great hope that she might possibly go 
with me to that new engagement; but, to spare her a 
possible disappointment, I held my peace. 

Later, when everything was seemingly settled and only 
the contract left to sign, came the amazing suggestion 
from Mr. Macaulay, that, because of my youth, I would 
undoubtedly be perfectly willing to let him reserve a few 
heavy parts for his wife’s acting. It is quite needless for 
me to explain that the few parts to be reserved were the 
choicest of the legitimate drama. And then an amusing 
thing came to pass. I, who was so lacking in self-con¬ 
fidence, so backward and retiring, so easily cast down by 
a look of disapprobation, suddenly developed (on paper) 
an ability to stand up for my rights that was startling. 
By return mail I informed Mr. Macaulay that my youth 
did not affect me in the manner he anticipated; that I 
was not willing to resign all those important parts to an¬ 
other— no matter whose wife that other happened to be. 

A long, argumentative, soothing sort of letter came 
back to me, ending with the positive conviction that I 
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would yield two parts to his wife —great pets of hers 
they were, too, and one of them being Lady Macbeth, I 
would of course be grateful to have it taken off my 
hands, while Julia , in “ The Hunchback,” had really come 
to be considered, in Cincinnati, as Miss Johnson's special 
property — Miss Rachael Johnson being the stage name 
of Mrs. Macaulay. 

Had he asked two parts in the first place I would have 
granted them, but now my blood was up (on paper, mind 
you), and with swift decision I boldly threw the engage¬ 
ment up, declaring I would be the leading woman or 
nothing. For, you see, I had been in the frying-pan of 
one family theatre all my dramatic life, and I was not 
willing to throw myself at once into the fire of another 
one. 

The next letter contained a great surprise: a couple 
of signed contracts and a pleasant request for me too 
to sign both and return one immediately. Then the writer 
quite gently regretted my inability to grant his request, 
but closed by expressing his respect for my firmness in 
demanding my rights; and straightway I signed my 
first contract; went out and mailed one copy, and when 
I returned I had made up my mind to take the great 
risk — I had decided that my mother should never again 
receive commands from anyone. That my shoulders 
were strong enough to bear the welcome burden, and 
so we would face the new life and its possible sufferings 
together — together , that was the main thing. 

As I stood before the glass, smoothing my hair, I 
gravely bowed to my reflection, and said: “ Accept my 
congratulations and best wishes, 1 Wood's leading lady/ ” 
and then fell upon the bed and sobbed, as foolish nerve- 
strained women will; because, you see, the way had been 
so long and sometimes so hard, dear Lord! so hard, 
but by His mercy I had won one goal — I was a leading 
woman! 

And then began my good-by to the city that I loved. 
I had lived in so many of its streets; I had attended so 
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many of its schools, and still more of its churches. There 
was the great lake, too. I had sailed on it, had been 
wrecked on it, but against that I set the memory of those 
days when, in night-gown bath-dress, I reveled in its 
blue waters on Fourth of July family picnics. 

One church — old Bethel on Water Street — I hated, 
because the Sunday-school superintendent had been a 
hypocrite, and we knew it, and because in every one of 
its library books the good child died at the end, which 
was very discouraging to youthful minds. 

Another church, on Prospect Street, I loved, because 
that Sunday-school teacher had been so gentle and smil¬ 
ing and had worn such pretty pink flowers in her bonnet. 

Then there was the fountain in the square. I laughed 
as I said good-by to that, recalling the morning when, 
because of a bad throat, I had unobservedly, as I sup¬ 
posed, swallowed a powder (homoeopathic), and next 
moment heard hurrying footsteps behind me and felt a 
heavy hand on my shoulder, while a rough voice cried: 
“ Where’s the paper? what did you do it for? what's 
your name? say, answer up, now, before it gets hold of 
you — what’s your name? ” 

Frightened and bewildered, ’twas with difficulty I con¬ 
vinced the suspicious policeman that I was not attempt¬ 
ing suicide by poison, but was trying to cure a sore throat. 
A theatre bill-board was in fair view, and my part in 
the play , which I luckily held rolled in my hand, induced 
him to let me go to rehearsal instead of the station-house; 
and while the policeman dispersed the crowd his own 
error had gathered, I resolved, as I flew toward the the¬ 
atre, to take no more powders in public parks — no mat¬ 
ter how empty they might seem to be. 

And then there was the jail , and as I nodded a good- 
by at its blackened walls I saw again that sunny morning 
when, in greatest haste, I passed that way and observed, 
coming toward me, three men walking very closely, who 
showed no intention of making way for me — which 
made me look at them surprisedly. And then the aston- 



